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PR 


TO 
HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 

fprince 

DUKE*  OF    CORNWALL. 


SIR, 

In  soliciting  the  high  Honour  — 
so  graciously  conferred  —  of  being  permitted  to 
dignify  this  production  with  the  august  Name 
of  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS;  I  was  desirous  both 
of  testifying  my  respect  to  my  PRINCE,  and  of 
presenting  to  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  some  inter- 
esting views  of  a  Region,  remote,  indeed,  from 
the  Seat  of  Empire,  yet  possessing  strong  claims 


vi. 


on  the  attention  of  the  Statesman,  the  Philoso* 
pher,  and  the  man  of  Genius ;  and  which  derives 
an  additional  title  to  consideration,  as  the  ap- 
panage of  the  Heir  Apparent  to  the  British 
Throne.  It  would,  however,  be  foreign  to  the 
nature  of  this  work,  to  gratify  my  feelings  by  a 
recital  of  those  measures  by  which,  in  the  course 
of  a  long  and  arduous  administration  of  the  Re- 
gal functions,  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  has  pre- 
served England  and  Europe  from  usurpation  and 
dismemberment,  and  happily  restored  and  con- 
firmed to  this  Kingdom,  the  blessings  of  peace 
and  security.  To  the  pen  of  History,  therefore, 
I  cheerfully  resign  the  recordiag  of  deeds  which 
an  impartial  posterity  will  not  fail  gratefully  to 
appreciate.  But  I  may  be  permitted  to  express 
my  admiration  at  the  protection  which,  even 
during  the  seasons  of  public  apprehension,  an4 
whilst  the  clangour  of  war  was  heard  on  every 
side,  the  Fine  Arts  have  uninterruptedly  enjoy- 
ed under  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS'S  fostering  and 
bountiful  care;  whilst  I  should  be  culpably  ne- 
gligent, did  I  not  also  remark  that  the  spirit  of 
liberality  which  so  eminently  distinguishes 
Y^L  R  Ro'ML  HIGHNESS,  and  which  has  beenso 


TU. 


frequently,  so  extensively,  and  so  recently  ap- 
plied to  the  Institutions  of  Cornwall,  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  her  Science  and  the  permanence  of 
her  Charities,  proves  that  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGH- 
NESS is  not  unmindful  of  that  County  which  re- 
joices in  the  peculiar  and  ennobling  tie  that 
binds  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  to  herself. 

That  YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  may  long  live 
in  health  and  happiness,  to  sway  the  destinies, 
and  increase  the  prosperity  of  a  generous  and 
loyal  people,  is  the  ardent  prayer  of  him  who 
feels  it  his  greatest  honour  to  be  permitted  thus 
publicly  to  subscribe  himself, 

SIR, 

YOUR  ROYAL  HIGHNESS'S 
most  dutiful,  respectful,  and  devoted  servant, 

GEORGE  WOODLEY. 

JLemon-Strfet,  Truro; 
May  1st,  1810. 
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"  The  fundamental  subject  of  local  poetry,"  says  Dr. 
Johnson,  "  is  some  particular  landscape,  to  be  poetically  de- 
scribed, with  the  addition  of  such  embellishments  as  may  be 
supplied  by  historical  retrospection  or  incidental  meditation." 
Under  a  perfect  coincidence  of  opinion  with  our  great 
Critic,  the  following  poem  was  written  ;  and  it  is  hoped  that 
the  latitude  allowed  by  the  terms  used  in  the  definition,  will 
be  considered  a  sufficient  answer  to  such  Readers  as  may 
think  the  description  of  the  County  conveyed  in  too  general 
a  manner.  Minutely  to  measure,  scan,  and  depict  every  ob- 
ject that  should  present  itself  to  notice,  might  be  very  desi- 
rable in  a  painter  or  topographer,  but  surely  such  an  adhe- 
rence to  particulars  would  be  designated  as  very  ridiculous  if 
attempted  in  verse  !  If,  in  the  following  work,  the  Writer 
has  been  enabled  to  trace  a  tolerably  correct  outline  of  the 
most  remarkable  features  of  the  objects  selected,  so  as  to  en- 
able the  Reader  to  identify  the  scene  intended  ; — if  there  be 
found  a  locality  of  description  sufficient  to  confine  the  imagi- 
nation to  a  particular  spot,  without  descending  to  those  mi- 
nute details  which  are  only  adapted  to  the  hand-maids  of  the 
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Muses  ; — he  has  certainly  fulfilled  all  tha.t  he  contemplated, 
aud  all,  he  hopes,  that  the  "gentle  reader"  will  require. 

lu  adopting  this  method  of  describing  the  scenery  of  Corn- 
wall, it  has  been  judged  expedient,  for  the  sake  of  greater 
perspicuity,  to  divide  the  County  into  five  portions,  each  of 
which  forms  the  subject  of  a  distinct  Canto.  But  it  would  be 
too  much  to  expect  that  the  writer  should  rigidly  confine 
himself  to  mere  geographical  niceties,  and  pursue  his  re- 
searches with  lineal  precision,  following  only  the  course  of 
the  map  and  the  regular  succession  of  objects  on  the  different 
coasts.  On  the  contrary,  he  has  ventured, — (  and,  as  no  in- 
convenience can  arise  from  the  circumstance,  he  thinks  it  un- 
necessary to  apologise  for  it) — to  take  great  liberties  in  this 
respect,  as  might  best  suit  the  nature  and  design  of  the  poem. 
Thus,  the  Canto  entitled  "  the  Southern  Coast"  ends  at  Fal- 
mouth,  and  the  remainder  of  the  interesting  scenery  on  the  South 
(or  rather  South- Western)  frontier,  is  noticed  in  another  division 
of  the  work.  He  has  also  given  what  may  be  termed  a  bird's-eye 
\iewofsceneswhich,  though  they  may  well  be  supposed  to 
present  themselves  to  the  gaze  of  the  Muse  in  the  manner 
hereinafter  described,  cannot  be  thus  viewed  by  any  other 
bight.  To  mention  those  things  here,  will,  it  is  hoped,  obvi- 
ate every  objection  that  might  otherwise  be  brought  against 
their  occurrence. 

In  composing  the  following  work,  the  Writer  has  neither 
sought  nor  received  assistance  in  any  shape.  He  has  trusted 
wholly  to  his  own  resources,  and  if  these  have  in  any  respect 
been  deficient,  that  circumstance  may  be  pleaded  ia 
extenuation. 
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A  diversity  of  metre  has  been  adopted  in  the  third  and 
fourth  Cantos,  as  well  for  the  sake  of  variety,  as  from  a  wish 
to  adapt  the  numbers  to  the  character  of  the  scenes  described. 

For  the  use  of  those  Readers  who  are  not  conversant  in 
Cornish  topography,  a  few  Notes  are  added : — For  the  sake 
of  others,  those  notes  are  as  brief  as  possible. 

The  Author  regrets  the  delay  which  has  occurred  in  the 
publication,  though  proceeding  from  circumstances  over 
which  he  had  no  controul.  In  now  'submitting  the  work  to 
those  who,  from  local  knowledge,  can  best  appreciate  its  des- 
criptive merits  and  defects,  he  has  only  to  request  the  exercise 
of  that  candour  which  is  the  characteristic  of  every  enlightened 
and  liberal  mind. — At  the  same  time  he  begs  to  observe  that 
any  friendly  suggestions,  addressed  to  him  personally,  will 
be  received  with  much  satisfaction,  and  treated  with  all 
due  attention. 
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Introductory 


i. 

GENIUS  OF  CORNWALL  !  from  thy  deep-hewn  caves, 
( Dank  with  the  droppings  of  innum'rous  mines, ) 

Where,  lull'd  amidst  the  beat  of  troublous  waves, 
In  dread  repose,  pale  Terror's  brow  reclines : 

IT. 

Or  whether  thou  delight'st  to  sit  sublime 
On  Hensb'rough's  giant-peak,l  and  thence  survey 

Each  rugged  monument  of  elder  time, — 
The  rude-wrought  cromlech,  cairn,  or  burrow  grey  :  2 
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III. 

Or,  like  the  eagle,  rock'd  amidst  the  storm, 
Lov'st  thou  that  lofty  pile,  which,  from  the  deep 

Rising  abrupt,  in  grandeur's  wildest  form, 
Waves  high  its  quiv'ring  crown  o'er  masses  steep  ?  3 

IV. 

Or  if  th'  impressive,  wide-expanding  gloom 
Of  yonder  ivied  fortress  please  thee  more ; — 

Where  Meditation  summons  from  the  tomb 
Th'  illustrious  band  who  graced  thy  fields  of  yore : — 

V. 

Attend !  for  lo !  amidst  the  din  of  waves, 
That  on  thy  coast  in  thund'ring  concert  roll ; — 

Amidst  each  awful  charm  that  Genius  craves, 
At  once  to  startle  and  to  soothe  the  soul, 

VI. 

A  minstrel's  strain  is  heard !     His  trembling  wire 
Attracts  thy  sons — once  fam'd  for  war  and  song; 

And,  as  thy  scenes  his  varied  verse  inspire, 
Pleas'd  Echo  wakes,  the  numbers  to  prolong. 


INTRODUCTORY  ODE. 

VII. 

And  well  I  ween  such  prospects  might  engage 
A  loftier  lay,  did  those  who  boast  the  flamtf 

Of  Heav'n-born  Poesy,  direct  the  age 
To  find  its  pleasures  in  Britannia's  fame. 

VIII. 

But  ah  !  to  climes  remote,  where  sensual  chains 
Enervate  man,  the  modern  harp  is  strung ; 

And,  whilst  it  swells  to  Oriental  strains, 
Old  Albion's  richer  glories  are  unsung  ! 

IX. 

But  far  from  me  th'  invidious  task  to  aim 
Detraction's  bolt;  yet  if  my  country  see 

In  these  weak  notes,  a  patriotic  claim, 
Haply  her  favour  yet  may  beam  on  me. 

X. 

And  dearer  do  1  prize  her  virtuous  voice, 
And  prouder  would  I  wear  her  valued  meed, 

Than  if  each  monarch  made  my  lay  his  choice, 
And  plausive  nations  ratified  the  deed  ! 
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XI. 

f  Yet  thou,  CORNUBIA,  wilt  not  disregard 
A  wight  who  fain  would  make  thy  merits  known  ; 

Nor  slight  the  labours  of  a  humble  bard 
That  weaves  his  votive  verse  to  thee  alone. 

XII. 

"What  though  thy  gen'ral  aspect,  bleak  and  drear? 
Repel  and  mock  the  superficial  eye ; 

Though  russet  hills  on  ev'ry  side  appear, 
And  rocks  in  wild  confusion  round  thee  lie  : 

XIII. 

Though  no  palaoeous  pomp,  no  forest  shade, 
No  scene  that  Indolence  might  love  t'  explore, 

~No  splendid  walks,  magnificently  laid, 
Invite  th'  unheedful  tourist  to  thy  shore : 

XIV. 

Thou,  like  thy  native  gems,  canst  proudly  boast 
Features  and  charms  peculiarly  thine  own  ; 

And  plastic  Nature,  when  she  join'd  thy  coast, 
Gave  it  a  claim  to  other  soils  unknown. 
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XV. 

If  the  rough  forms  wrought  in  her  wildest  mood, — 
If  rocks  and  hills,  in  grand  succession  piled, — 

If  aught  sublime  and  terrible,  though  rude, 
By  Nature  fram'd,  can  solace  Nature's  child; — 

XVI. 

Let  him  turn  hither !     Here  his  eyes  shall  find,— 
Amidst  thy  tow'ring  cliffs  and  foaming  seas, — 

Amidst  thy  hoary  hills,  that  muck  the  wind, 
Whate'er  can  raise  to  awe,  or  lull  to  ease. 

XVII. 

Thou,  like  a  miser,  jealous  of  thy  stor«, 
Conceal'st  it  from  external  gaze  with  care ; 

But  who  thy  subterranean  paths  explore, 
In  ev'ry  varied  form  shall  meet  it  there. 

XVIII. 

Metals,  in  nice  gradation  finely  rang'd ; 
Earths,  of  each  diff 'rent  hue  that  artists  know ; 

Primordial  rocks,  by  time  and  chance  unchang'd, 
Lie  treasur'd  'midst  thy  wealthy  hoards  below. 
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XIX. 

And  there — like  Genius  pining  in  the  shade — 
Pure  crystals  oft  dart  forth  the  ardent  ray 

That  shows  their  worth  ;  and  when  to  light  convey'd 
Give  a  new  lustre  to  the  glare  of  day. 

XX. 

But  not,  CORNUBIA, — though  thy  proudest  boasts 
Be  in  thine  awful  cliffs  and  costly  mines, — 

Hath  Nature,  niggardly,  refus'd  thy  coasts 
Scenes  where  her  sweetest  skill  with  Art  combines. 

XXI. 

Thou,  too,  canst  claim  the  river's  glancing  tide; 
The  pebbly  beach  ;  the  soft-indented  shore ; 

The  verdant  lawn  ;  the  grove's  umbrageous  pride  ; 
The  lordly  edifice,  high  peering  o'er 

XXII. 

The  smiling  prospect :  Checquer'd  is  thy  land,— 
By  Nature  wildly,  here,  and  plainly  drest ; 

But  oft  as  Science  moves  her  magic  wand, 
The  pow'r  of  contrast  shines  with  double  zest. 
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XXIII. 

These  blended  charms  my  willing  muse  would  sing; 
And,  in  descriptive  numbers,  fain  pourtray 

What  well  might  suit  a  more  exalted  string;— 
What  yet  may  waken  many  a  lofty  lay. 

XXIV. 

Though  hard  the  task,  in  measured  strains  to  dress 
Pictorial  objects;  and  their  varied  hues 

And  changeful  features  rightly  to  express, 
In  colours  such  as  Truth  and  Fancy  chuse : 

XXV. 

Yet,  haply,  Application's  patient  toil 
O'er  obstacles  immense  shall  win  her  course ; 

And  to  Imagination  paint  the  soil 
In  sketches  pregnant  with  poetic  force. 

XXVI. 

And  lo  !  a  lovely  prospect  courts  the  eye ! 
Behold  where  Tamer  trails  his  length  along ! 

Tamer !  whose  charms  with  prouder  streams  may  vie, 
With  thee  the  Muse  begins  her  devious  song. 
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ON  Tamer's  wave — ( what  time  the  morning  ray 
Of  fervid  Summer,  brought,  in  bright  display, 
All  Nature's  charms  before  th'  admiring  eye, 
And  ev'ry  object  'woke  to  raptures  high  ;)— 
Where  its  expanding  waters  proudly  bear 
Their  noblest  freight,  and  navies  own  their  care  ;— 
Lightly  we  launch M ;  and  to  the  lagging  gale 
Gave  the  full  compass  of  our  playful  sail. 

Tamer !  majestic  river !  oft  the  theme 
Of  rural  bard,  who  from  thy  winding  stream 
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Caught  Inspiration;  and,  in  grateful  song 

Tun'd  to  thy  praise,  the  pleasure  would  prolong ; — 

Haply,  my  faithful  Muse  may,  not  in  vain, 

Expatiate  on  thy  worth  in  artless  strain. 

Oft  was  it  mine,  amidst  thy  limpid  wave — 

Pregnant  with  health — my  youthful  limbs  to  lave ; 

Oft,  on  the  surface  of  thine  argent  tide, 

(  While  Pleasure  held  the  helm)  secure  to  glide, 

And  mark — as  Fancy  heighten'd  ev'ry  view, 

And  warm'd  each  tint  to  Feeling's  richest  hue,— « 

Thy  course  erratic ;  and,  enraptur'd,  trace 

In  ev'ry  novel  scene  a  novel  grace  ! 

From  where  Mount  Edgcumbe's  groves — (  my  earliest  theme, 

In  vain  selected!  ) — court  the  orient  beam, 

To  where  Cotele,  in  rev'rend  garb  array'd, 

On  thy  still  waters  casts  a  peaceful  shade. 

How  did  I  joy  the  varied  sounds  to  hear 

That  broke,  in  sweet  succession,  o'er  mine  ear, 

As,  ever  and  anon,  the  fickle  wind 

From  shore  to  shore  my  changeful  prow  inclined. 

Those  days  are  fled  ! — Th'  illusive  joys  of  youth 

Dispell'd  beneath  the  chilling  touch  of  Truth, 

And  sad  Experience  mocks  the  hope  that  gave 

The  bard  a  home  beside  thy  placid  wave ! 


•ANTO  i.  THE  EASTERN  COAST.  15 

But  wheresoe'er  my  devious  journey  tends, — 

Where'er  the  pilgrimage  of  sorrow  ends, — 

Still,  in  the  hour  of  calm,  shall  Mem'ry  trace, 

Well  pleas'd,  the  charms  that  deck  thy  beauteous  face,— 

And  dreams  of  pleasures  now  for  ever  fled, 

Shall  soothing  softness  o'er  my  slumbers  shed ! 

0  !  might  my  humble  lines  the  merit  claim 
That  stamps  thy  title  to  superior  fame !  — 1 
Though  long,  not  wearisome ;  though  changing  oft, 
Yet  harmonizing  by  gradations  soft ; 
And  well  reflecting  Nature's  varied  hue, 
True  as  th'  original,  and  clear  as  true ! 

How  grand  this  scene !  where,  o'er  the  spreading  tide, 
In  long  array,  dismantled  squadrons  ride ! 
Squadrons  that  late  Britannia's  mandates  bore, 
In  thund'ring  accents,  to  each  hostile  shore; 
Till  the  Usurper,  from  his  station  hurl'd, 
Seal'd,  by  his  fall,  the  welfare  of  the  world ! 
Though  now,  bereft  of  all  the  proud  display— 
(Th'  artill'ry's  lengthen'd  tier;-^the  streamers  gay) 
That  erst  fill'd  adverse  fleets  with  wild  dismay ; 
The  genii  that  command  the  boist'rous  deep, 
Still  in  their  oaken  caverns  seem  to  sleep ! 
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Edging  the  borders  of  each  scooping  shore, 
Scenes  of  continued  interest  we  explore : 
The  spacious  arsenal, — th«  busy  town,—- 
The  grove-fenced  mansion, — the  expansive  down, — 
The  cultur'd  field, — the  distant  village-spire : 
And,  (  as  in  long  perspective  they  retire, 
Blending  their  dusky  colours  with  the  sky, ) 
Cornubia's  heath-clad  mountains  meet  the  eye. 

On  yonder  point,  by  circling  woods  embraced,-— 
Rais'd  in  symmetric  pomp  by  modern  Tast« ; 
East  Antony's  exact  and  spacious  pile, 
Amidst  the  pleasing  landscape  wears  a  smile ; 
And  justly  claims  the  rich  and  varied  view 
Of  scenes  enliven'd  by  its  form  and  hue. 

Ere  yet  of  sylvan  solitude  we  dream, 
Lo!  where  the  Lynher  brings  his  tribute-stream 
To  Tamer's  bulk  ;  thus,  like  the  world,  bestowing- 
Unneeded  wealth  on  channels  overflowing !  2 
Lynher,  scarce  knowing  whither  winds  his  way, 
Delights  through  tracts  diversified  to  stray ; 
And,  from  high  Alternon,  where  swells  his  source, 
Sweeps  through  the  varied  grounds  with  bending  course; 
Till,  near  where  Trematon's  romantic  tow'r 
O'erawes  and  dignifies  the  neighb'ring  shore,— 
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As  if  ambitious  all  his  strength  to  take, 
He  pays  his  homage  from  a  spacious  lake. 

Lo !  where,  'midst  fields  with  genial  verdure  spread, 
The  ancient  fortress  rears  its  hoary  head ; 
And  like  a  mighty  rock,  expos'd  and  vast, 
Mocks  the  fork'd  fire  and  braves  the  stormy  bla*t  ! 
Thus  he,  whose  actions  bas'd  on  virtue  stand, 
Uumov'd  remains  though  perils  press  at  hand ; 
Nor  all  the  shocks  of  trouble  can  divest 
The  adamantine  shield  that  guards  his  breast ! 
In  rugged  majesty,  the  circling  keep, 
Round  which  th'  insidious  ivy  loves  to  creep, 
Proudly  o'ertops  the  lofty,  sullen  mound, 
And  sheds  a  pleasing  sadness  wide  around  i 
Beside  the  fabric  freely  pass  the  gales — 
(The  groves  and  zephyrs  love  the  peaceful  vales) 
But,  at  its  feet,  with  richest  foliage  warm, 
The  rural  scene  assumes  its  loveliest  form  ; 
And  purling  rivulets,  and  huts,  and  trees, 
Bespeak  the  suited  home  of  peace  and  ease. 

And  now,  that  point  we  pass,  with  gentle  sweep, 
Where  ancient  Ashe  ascends  the  rocky  steep ;  3 
"Whose  solemn  chapel  crowns  the  lofty  hill, — 
Distinguished  'mid'st  the  straggling  groups  that  fill 
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The  sloping  si'de ;  and  to  the  solar  ray, 
With  look  inverted,  through  the  waters  play. 
Sweet  is  the  prospect !  Here,  nor  plashing  oar 
Nor  Labour's  shouts  disturb  the  Fancy  more, 
But  leave  her  freely  to  enjoy  the  view — 
Soft  as  the  hand  of  Nature  ever  drew ! 

As  gently  on  before  the  breeze  we  glide, 
Behold  where  Tavy  yields  his  placid  tide. 
Short  is  his  course  from  Devon's  neighb'ring  moors 
To  Tamer's  curving  and  romantic  shores : 
Verdure  attends  his  way  ;  no  storms  molest 
The  settled  calmness  of  his  gentle  breast, 
But  bright,  through  cultur'd  banks,  his  waters  gleam, 
And  softly  blend  with  Cornwall's  nobler  stream. 
How  like  the  virtuous  man  in  humble  sphere, 
Who  works  no  evil  and  who  knows  no  fear ! 
He  dreads  no  storm, — he  courts  no  fav'ring  ray, 
But  calmly  keeps  his  unobtrusive  way : 
His  destin'd  course  fulfils,  from  trouble  free, 
Then  softly  glides  into  eternity  ! 

Nigh  where  St.  Mellion's  unassuming  fane 
Casts  a  faint  shadow  o'er  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Pentillie's  noble  pile,  in  gothic  guise, 
Starts  from  th'  embracing  groves  that  charm  the  eyes 
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With  rich  variety  of  light  and  shade, 

As  struggling  rays, — bright  gleaming  through  the  glade, 

Vainly  essay  to  pierce  th'  impervious  wood, 

Whose  leafy  arms  have  long  the  storm  withstood. 

Behind,  yet  ah  !  too  prominent  to  view, 

In  evil  eminence,  if  Fame  say  true, — 

Rais'd  on  a  lofty  and  romantic  mound, 

Discern'd  afar  amidst  the  op'ning  ground, 

The  unbeliever's  toiv'r  offends  the  eye, 

And  shudd'ring  nature  chills  while  passing  by. 

Why  thus  it  rose,  why  stands  with  impious  swell, 

Th'  indignant,  blushing  Muse  declines  to  tell.* 

Bright  smiles  the  sky,  in  silver'd  azure  drest, 
And  Nature  wears  her  loveliest,  greenest  vest ; 
The  tide  unbroken  by  the  dripping  oar, 
With  step  inaudible  assails  the  shore, 
As  fearing  to  disturb  the  sweet  repose 
And  soothing  calm,  that  all  the  landscape  knows. 
Reflected  from  pellucid  waters,  gleam 
The  charms  that  decorate  the  magic  stream, 
And  ev'ry  object  earth  and  sky  can  show 
Inversely  shines  from  the  still  wave  below  ! 
Sure  'tis  enchantment  all!  Though  hills  arise 
Above  our  heads,  in  Nature's  richest  guise ; 
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Though  stately  rocks,  magnificently  gay, 

Start  from  tl  e  tide,  and  form  the  frequent  bay; 

Though  trees  and  shrubs  iu  wild  luxuriance  springing- 

On  every  cliff,  their  shadows  round  are  flinging  ;— 

Scarce  can  alarm'd  Imagination  dare 

Assert  she  glides  not  through  the  liquid  air,— - 

So  deep  within  the  stream  the  mimic  hue 

Reflects  the  scene  in  tints,  so  rich  and  true ! 

Hyblsean  odours  from  the  flow'ry  dale 

And  verd'rous  hill,  inspire  the  luscious  gale; 

And  ev'ry  sense,  in  pleasing  wonder  caught, 

To  extacy's  sublimest  point  is  wrought ! 

For  now  the  flute  pours  forth  its  warbling  tone, 

And  waking  echoes  make  the  sound  their  own ; 

The  sylvan  band  successively  repeat 

The  perfect  strain, — melodious,  strong,  and  sweet: 

From  hill  to  vale,  from  vale  to  hill  it  flies,— 

Sweeps  through  the  woods  and  charms  the  list'ning  skies. 

Till,  finely  spreading  round,  it  slowly  dies. 

But  ah  !  the  rich  variety  to  tell 
Of  tow1  ring  cliff,  gay  mead,  and  shady  dell, 
By  Tamer  lav'd,  as  slow  he  winds  along, — 
Would  far  surpass  the  pow'r  of  simple  song ! 
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Whilst  rival  counties  aggregate  their  charms 
To  woo  the  fickle  wand'rer  to  their  arms, 
The  stream,  alternately  to  each  inclined, 
With  pleasing  error,  loves  his  course  to  wind 
In  sinuous  measure :  Now  he  seems  to  sleep 
Beneath  Cornubia's  headlands,  rich  and  steep. 
Well  pleas'd  to  view  her  rocks  in  foliage  drest,-— 
like  Strength  array'd  in  Beauty's  'witching  vest ! 
Anon,  he  darts  away,— proud  to  explore 
Devonia's  fragrant,  soft-receding  shore. 
Irresolute,  amidst  opposing  charms, 
Round  either  coast  he  winds  his  wat'ry  arms, 
And,  as  serenely  on  his  way  he  glides, 
His  wave  connects  what  yet  his  bulk  divides. 

But  see !  where,  peeping  through  luxuriant  trees, 
That  scarcely  nod  to  the  saluting  breeze, 
In  venerable  pomp,  Cotde's  old  pile 
Still,  through  the  lapse  of  ages,  seems  to  smile. 
A  beauteous  rising  walk  invites  the  feet 
To  tread  the  precincts  of  the  tone  retreat, 
And  well  its  magic  scen'ry  shall  repay 
The  mind  that  loves  amidst  its  grounds  to  stray. 
Woods,  finely  group'd,  whose  giant-shadows  throw 
A  pleasing  coolness  o'er  the  walks  below ;— 
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Fantastic  rocks,  in  various  figures  wrought, 
To  please  the  eye  and  exercise  the  thought ;    • 
The  deep,  impressive  silence,  that  pervades 
With  undisputed  sway,  these  sacred  shades  ; — 
AH  join  in  sweet  accordance  to  impart 
A  soothing  pow'r — to  melt  and  warm  the  heart ! 

The  mansion, — whose  embattled  tow'r  displays 
The  castellated  pride  of  distant  days, — 
With  painted  pane  and  gothic  casements  graced, 
Shall  richly  gratify  the  eye  of  Taste. 
Here,  in  the  lofty  hall,  may  still  be  view'd 
Each  implement  of  ancient  hardihood ; 
And  dinted  armour  tells  of  times  of  old, 
And  feats  of  gallant  knights  and  warriors  bold. 
And  here  have  I — whilst  ev'ry  object  brought 
Visions  of  distant  days  before  the  thought — 
Spent  the  delightful  hour,  while  rapt'rous  mirth 
Increas'd  as  ev'ry  sally  sprung  to  birth. 
On  this  green  spot, — where  erst  the  vet'ran  knight 
Marshall'd  his  hardy  vassals  to  the  fight ; — 
While  Youth  and  Pleasure  led,  I  join'd  the  band 
Of  tripping  votarists ;  and  hand  in  hand, 
Swung  down  the  mazy  dance ;   while  the  grey  fane 
Startled  at  modern  music's  lively  strain  ! 
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On  yon  romantic  eminence,  whose  gleam 
Proudly  shoots  forth  to  hail  the  passing  stream,— 
A  gothic  chapel,  reverend  in  years, 
In  plain  and  hoary  sanctity  appears. 
O  Muse  !  unroll  the  legendary  page, 
And  let  its  tale  thy  willing  lay  engage. 

When  the  third  Richard — (whose  ambitious  aim 
TJsurpingly  to  wear  a  monarch's  name, 
Prompted  the  wretch  in  infant-blood  to  steep 
His  demon-hands,  and  murder  helpless  sleep ! ) 
Found  all  the  land  disgusted  with  his  sway, 
And  gathering  hosts  prepar'd  to  disobey  ;— 
(  Ere  yet  from  France,  call'd  by  his  country  o'er, 
Richmond  returned  to  rule  his  native  shore ;) 
Far  in  the  west  the  patriot  fire  had  spread, 
And  Hope  already  saw  the  tyrant  dead. 
Yet  still,  a  num'rous,  pow'rful  band  remain'd, — 
By  Infamy  secur'd  or  Dread  restrain'd, — 
Devoted  to  the  despot's  will ;  and  long 
They  sought  to  quell  the  patriotic  throng 
By  fraud  and  force, — nor  vainly  strove  awhile ; 
As  when,  to  kindle  a  stupendous  pile, 
Much  time  and  skill  are  needful,  though  the  heap 
Fraught  with  combustibles,  be  foriu'd  to  keep 
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And  cherish  the  communicated  glow,— 
Yet  must  attention  lengthen'd  cares  bestow. 
At  first,  His  all  insensate,  cold,  and  dark ; 
Then,  faintly  glimm'ring  to  the  proflfer'd  spark. 
Emits  a  partial  blaze,  yet  quickly  check M 
Alike,  by  eager  rashness  or  neglect. 
So,  though  the  nation,  fraught  with  virtuous  ire, 
Was  well  prepar'd  to  meet  the  sacred  fire,— 
Yet  apprehension  often  urg'd  delay  ; 
And  many,  who,  in  Bosworth's  happy  day 
Acquir'd  deserv'd  renown, — fear'd  to  pursue 
The  dawn  of  Hope,  and  trembled  at  the  view 
Of  th'  uplifted  axe,  the  traitor's  chain, 
The  badge  of  infamy  and  scourge  of  pain. 

Not  so  Cotele's  brave  chief ; — that  gallant  knight 
Sir  Richard  Edgcumbe,  justly  fam'd  in  fight, 
Nor  less  by  ev'ry  kinder  grace  endear'd 
To  all  who  liberty  and  truth  rever'd; — 
Shunn'd  not  by  public  actions  to  make  known 
His  detestation  of  a  blood-stain'd  throne. 
And  soon,  assembling  all  his  vassal  force, 
With  them  he  strove  to  bend  his  patriot  course 
To  where  the  rising  pow'r  of  Wales  display'd 
The  flag  of  honour,  and  implor'd  his  aid. 
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Ah  me !  that  ever  act  deserving  fame 
Should  fall  successless  of  its  purpos'd  aim, 
And  the  strong  force  of  Virtue's  Heav'nly  dart 
Be  turn'd  and  blunted  by  malignant  Art ! 
Deceiv'd  by  spies,  the  gen'rous  vet'ran  prov'd 
He  trod  on  faithless  ground  where'er  he  mov'd. 
By  greater  numbers  of  the  foe  oppos'd 
He  saw  each  avenue  of  shelter  clos'd. 
Dispirited,  his  squadrons  sank  away, 
Dreading  the  tyrant's  pow'r  and  vengeful  sway, 
And  left  the  helpless  knight  alone  to  stand 
Expos'd  beneath  a  ruthless  despot's  hand  ! 
Cotele's  paternal  mansion  could  no  more 
Proffer  the  shelter  oft  bestow'd  before ; 
And  in  its  woods  alone  the  hero  found 
His  last  frail  hope, — by  Fate  propitious  crown'd. 

As,  hid  amidst  the  foliage  of  an  oak, 
Whose  leaf-clad  arms  the  day's  intenseness  broke^ 
The  pensive  knight  in  musing  mood  reclin'd, — 
Sudden  he  heard, — borne  on  the  rising  wind, 
His  foeman's  horn ;  and  soon,  in  martial  pride, 
He  saw  their  crested  helms,  as,  spreading  wide, 
Through  his  lov'd  groves  they  march'd  in  fierce  array, 
Questing,  like  hounds,  their  long-expected  prey. 
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Beneath  his  guardian  tree,  full  many  a  row 
Gaily  advancing-,  held  discourse  below, 
Of  rich  rewards , — of  honours  and  of  spoils, 
Soon  as  their  victim  should  adorn  their  toils. 
One  effort  now  alone  remain'd  to  save 
The  warrior  from  an  ignominious  grave, — 
One  only  effort,  that  might  haply  stay 
The  rage  of  persecution,  and  delay 
His  foes'  invet'rate  hate,  till  happier  times 
Again  should  call  him  to  chastise  their  crimes. 
Descending  from  the  tree,  with  trem'lous  haste 
A  pond'rous  stone  he  seiz'd ;  then,  quick  embraced 
The  bending  branches,  that  incliu'd  to  greet 
(  As  conscious  duty  bade !  )  their  master's  feet. 
His  cap  and  cloak  about  the  weight  he  bound, 
Then  hurl'd  it  fiercely  o'er  the  sloping  ground  : 
In  Tamer's  stream  the  rolling  body  dash'd  ! — 
The  branches  rustled,  and  the  waters  flash'd ; 
Th'  expanded  garments,  floating  o'er  the  tide, 
Seem'd  to  declare  that  Edgecumbe  there  had  died ! 

Astonish'd  and  dismay'd,  the  hostile  crew 
Beheld  the  tokens,  and  believ'd  them  true ; 
With  sullen  mutt'rings  blam'd  their  wayward  fate, 
But  left  the  hero  shelter'd  from  their  hate. 
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Grateful  and  pious,  to  indulgent  Heav'n 
For  life  and  safety  wonderfully  giv'n, 
The  worthy  knight, — soon  as  a  gentler  hand 
With  peace  and  justice  bless'd  the  happy  land, — 
Here,  on  the  spot  from  which  the  weight  he  threw,— 
Here,  where  his  tree  of  preservation  grew, 
This  votive  building  rear'd ;  and  here,  each  day, 
His  thankful  orisons  he  lov'd  to  pay, 
Whilst  o'er  the  tablet  of  his  melting  soul 
Each  incident  in  sweet  succession  stole. 
And,  haply,  still — if  spirits  freed  from  clay 
Through  earth's  domains  may  yet  pursue  their  way — 
Oft  here,  at  lonely  eve,  or  solemn  night, 
Celestial  harps  the  story  may  recite, 
This  moral  breathing  full  on  Wisdom's  ear — 
Virtue,  though  long  oppressed,  need  never  fear  ! 
*t    0  !  happy  he,  who,  shunning  public  noise, 
And  all  of  Fashion's  unsubstantial  joys, 
Through  shades  like  thine,  Cotele,  delights  to  stray, 
W7here  Peace  and  Pleasure  greet  him  on  his  way, 
And  ev'ry  object  opens  to  his  view 
The  charms  of  Nature,  in  her  loveliest  hue  ! 
To  him,  the  verdant  carpet's  flow'ry  bloom 
Exceeds  the  proudest  boast  of  Persia's  loom  • 
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The  rich  adornings  of  the  Summer-sky 

Is  Meditation's  stately  canopy; 

And  the  full  concert  of  th'  harmonious  grove 

Awakens  all  his  soul  to  holy  love ! 

Whether,  at  early  dawn,  he  marks  the  dyes 

Of  richest  hue,  that  in  the  orient  skies 

In  glorious  pomp  appear,  ere  yet  the  suu 

His  bright  diurnal  journey  hath  begun  ; 

Or  whether,  when  the  meek-ey'd  Eve  appear* 

In  shadowy  veil,  and  mute  Attention  hears 

The  lessening  hum  of  Labour  die  away, — 

He  loves  amid  the  misty  scene  to  stray ; 

Still,  wheresoe'er  his  progress  be  address'd, 

'Tis  his  to  taste  the  banquet  of  the  breast, — 

In  ev'ry  scene,  in  ev'ry  place,  to  find 

The  purest  pleasure  to  regale  the  mind. 

With  thoughts  sublim'd, — with  passions  pure  and  even, — 

He  walks  with  Innocence  and  talks  with  Heav'n; 

And  ev'ry  changeful  scene, — the  nodding  wood,— 

The  heaving  mountain, — the  tempestuous  flood, — 

The  peaceful  valley — the  sequester'd  glade, — 

The  lonely  grot,  for  Contemplation  made ; — 

All,  with  a  soothing  influence,  impart 

Peace  and  contentment  to  his  grateful  heart, 
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As  Meditation  ev'ry  thought  inspires, 
Philosophy  instructs,  or  Genius  fires. 

Again  distend  the  sail !  The  breeze  invites  ; 
And  Tamer's  winding  banks  have  new  delights, 
To  tempt  the  busy  fancy  to  explore 
The  rich  exuberance  of  his  mazy  shore  ! 

On  yonder  height,  crowning  the  woody  hill, 
See  Calstock's  lofty  tow'r  serenely  fill 
Its  due  proportion  in  the  shifting  scene: 
Hard  by,  'midst  friendly  groves,  and  hillocks  greea, 
On  Cornwall's  eastraost  promontory  bas'd, 
Lo  !  Hareicood's  beauteous  pile,  in  modern  taste, 
Peers  o'er  the  swelling  ridge ;  and  thence  beholds 
The  gladsome  pictures  either  side  unfolds  ;— 
All  varied,  rich,  and  warm.     Nature  and  Art, 
Jn  grateful  emulation,  here  impart 
To  all  the  landscape,  that  peculiar  glow 
Which  their  united  pow'rs  alone  bestow. 
Here,  Cultivation,  eager  to  display 
Her  variegated  hues,  in  bright  array 
Has  cloth'd  the  blooming  fields  ;  and  all  her  pow'rs 
Shine  forth,  confess'd,  in  grasses,  corn,  and  flow'rs : 
While  Devon's  rocks, — extending  many  a  mile, 
Adorn' d  with  shrubs, — proclaim  the  varied  stile 

P  3 
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With  which  inventive  Nature  can  invest 
Objects  that  else  might  chill  the  musing  breast. 

Still  higher  gliding — hark  !  the  rushing  sound 
Of  falling  waters  ;  whose  impetuous  bound 
Beats  from  the  stream  below  a  misty  spray. 
That  partly  veils  his  progress  from  the  day, — 
Declares  the  spot  where,  o'er  the  river's  bed 
The  crafty  Wear  across  its  course  is  spread. 
An  artificial  ledge  of  rocks,  laid  a'er 
In  studied  breaks,  'twixt  each  protruding  shore. 
Here  juts  in  varied  masses ;  and  presents 
To  the  mild  stream  such  huge  impediments, 
That  though  his  checquer'd  course,  above,  below, 
Pre-eminently  boasts  his  placid  flow ; — 
Awhile  he  lays  his  gentleness  aside, 
And,  rising,  swells  his  bulk  in  liquid  pride : 
Then,  bursting  down,  with  loud  and  thund'ring  roar, 
Breaks  forth  in  foam,  and  startles  either  shore, 
As,  with  incessant  fall,  and  progress  fleet, 
He  hurries  onward  in  a  curving  sheet ; 
Till, — each  rude  obstacle  well  overpast —  . 
To  wonted  mildness  he  returns  at  last. 
How  fit  an  emblem  of  a  noble  soul, 
Where  sense  and  feeling  swav  with  due  controul !— 
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While  Nature's  course  he  holds,  through  Virtue's  wayg, 

What  breast  restrains  the  tribute  of  its  praise  ? 

The  calm  serenity  that  marks  his  face, 

Bids  all  around  glow  with  reflected  grace. 

But  if  some  envious  mind  his  rights  invade, 

Obstruct  his  progress,  or  his  glory  shade, — 

Indignant  as  the  lion,  when  the  cries 

Of  timid  hunters  force  him  to  arise, — 

His  eyes  flash  fire  ;  his  gea'rous,  swelling  breast 

Labours  with  feelings  not  to  be  suppress'd  ; 

He  spurns  his  threat'ning  foe ;  rejects  his  sway  ; 

And,  raging,  rushes  on  his  ardent  way  : 

Till  Reason's  'suasive  voice  bids  anger  cease, 

And  gently  lulls  him  to  his  wonted  peace  ! 

Here,  when  the  sun  through  the  bright  virgin  shines, 
And  Summer's  fervid  influence  mild  declines, — 
iThe  luscious  salmon,  true  to  Nature's  laws, 
From  broader  seas  and  deeper  streams  withdraws  ; 
Intent,  'midst  smaller  creeks,  with  weeds  o'erhung, 
To  cast  and  rear  its  unprotected  young. 
And  here  have  I  the  silv'ry  tribe  beheld, 
| By  Instinct's  sure  and  sacred  pow'r  impell'd, 
Repair  in  shoals  ;  and, — though  the  barrier,  high, 
flight  seem  their  undertaking  to  defy, — 


32  CORNUB1A.  CAN.TO  i. 

Hare  seeu  them  curve  their  pliant  forms  around 
In  brilliant  crescents;  and,  with  vig'rous  bound, 
Springing,  resistless,  from  the  lower  tide, 
O'er  the  rais'd  wave,  through  smoother  waters  glide, 

Thus,  Emulation,  when  she  bids  the  mind — 
By  Genius  warm'd,  by  Virtue's  lore  refin'd, 
And  form'd  for  high  achievement, — to  aspire 
Above  the  flights  that  vulgar  breasts  admire ; 
Can  grant  an  energy  that  stronger  glows 
As  gath'ring  obstacles  its  aim  oppose, 
And  cause  it  to  ascend  the  topmost  height 
Of  noble  daring,  by  its  native  might. 

If,  tracing  the  canal,  thou  would'st  renew 
The  sylvan  prospect;  and  thy  course  pursue 
Above  the  rocky  barrier,  where,  array'd 
To  stop  thy  progress,  rushes  the  cascade ; — 
Scenes,  scarce  less  sweet  than  those  already  sung1 
Await  thy  view  : — But,  haply,  now  too  long 
The  Muse  hath  dwelt  upon  the  cherish'd  theme ; 
Too  long  hath  linger'd  on  her  fav'rite  stream. 
— Her  trem'lous  notes  decay  !  Yet,  can  she  slight 
Yon  magic  picture,  op'ning  to  the  sight  ? 
Behold  that  ivied  bridge, — though  aged,  neat ; 
That  gently  dips  in  Tamer's  wave  his  feet ; 
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Lightness  and  strength  their  mingled  povv'rs  combine, 

In  just  proportions,  in  the  fair  design ; 

And  the  encroaching  plants  that  climb  its  side, 

Adorn  the  whole  with  venerable  pride. 

The  river,  babbling  o'er  its  pebbly  bed, 

Brawls  to  the  arches  sweeping  o'er  its  head ; 

Whilst  waving  plants,  along  his  banks  tha.t  grow, 

A  pensive  animation  seem  to  know. 

Behind,  outstretch'd  in  long  and  airy  reach, 

The  stately  elm  and  wide-expanding  beech, 

To  deck  his  margin,  twine  their  leafy  arms, 

And,  thus  combining,  gleam  with  added  charms. 

Around  the  whole,  the  monarch  oak  extends, 

Gracing  the  fairy  prospect  it  defends : 

And,  while  the  distant  mountains  softly  fade, 

The  scene  stands  rich  in  one  impressive  shade ! 

Where  Att'ry's  petty  stream, — to  Tamer  owing 
A  liquid  tribute,  in  his  current  flowing, 
Bathes  Cornwall's  eastern  hills,  5 — Dunhcved  high 
Breaks  forth  in  gloomy  grandeur  on  the  eye. 
Its  rich-wrought  temple  justly  will  invite 
Those  who  in  Pallas'  fav'rite  art  delight ;  6 
Whose  labour'd  richness  may  contest  the  praise 
Of  proudest  structures  rear'd  in  modern  days. 
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Our  sires,  with  true  religious  zeal  inspir'd, 

Anxious  to  honour  what  their  souls  admir'd, 

Deem'd  it  their  highest  boast,  their  worthiest  fame, 

In  fanes  superb  t'  adore  the  Holy  Name. 

Hence,  wheresoe'er  the  antiquarian  eye 

O'er  towns  of  old  renown  delights  to  pry, — 

Whate'er  the  general  features  of  the  place, 

The  Church  stands  rich  in  architectic  grace. 

Vaulted  and  fretted  roofs,  on  clust'ring  piles, — 

High,  painted  windows, — long-withdrawing  aisles, 

With  sacred  awe  the  solemn  dome  invest, 

And  shed  a  warm  sensation  o'er  the  breast. 

Without,  extending  on  the  buttress'd  wall, 

Sculpture's  romantic  forms  attention  calj  j 

Niches  and  foliage  charm  the  roving  eyes, 

And  splendid  pinnacles  assail  the  skies. 

Hence,  where  St.  Germans1  eastern  streets  extend, 

Its  lofty,  though  unequal,  tow'rs  ascend 

Rich  in  cathedral  pomp  :  In  Saxon  pride 

The  pillar'd  porch  expands  its  portals  wide. 

Hence,  lone  Killchampton, — nurse  of  serious  thought, 

Where  pious  Hervey  inspiration  caught, — 

Btiasts  every  charm  to  meditation  dear, 

To  waken  solemn  dread  and  holy  fear : 
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Hence,  St.  Austellas  niches  yet  display 
Figures  too  boltl  for  Fancy  to  pourtray  : 
Hence,  Probus'  tow'r,  in  sculptur'd  foliage  warm, 
Casts  on  the  scene  around,  a  double  charm ; 
Hence,  Neot's  painted  pane,  to  Scripture  trjie, 
Records  th'  events  the  Sacred  Penman  drew : 
And  though  but  dimly  falls  the  solar  light, 
The  truths  of  ancient  days  are  glowing  bright: 
And  hence  o'er  Latin'ston's  fane,  the  'wilder'd  eye 
Roams,  dazzled  by  the  vast  variety 
Of  pillar,  nicihe,  and  figure,  that  present 
To  ev'ry  glance,  some  mystic  ornament ; — 
Where  ev'ry  stone  has  felt  the  sculptor's  hand, 
And  all  in  due  harmonious  order  stand. 
Nigh  where  the  holy  edifice  appears, 
A  lofty  hill  abrupt  its  bosom  rears ; 
And  by  the  terrors  of  its  awful  frown, 
Commands,  while  it  defends,  the  vassal  town. 
On  its  tall  brow,  with  wide-extending  sweep, 
Majestic,  though  in  ruins,  low'rs  the  keep 
Of  that  vast  fortress,  which,  in  days  of  yore — 
What  time  the  Romans  sought  Cornubia's  shore — 
The  rugged  Britons  rear'd,  with  patriot  aim 
To  check  their  inroads  and  to  blot  their  fame. 
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Tow'r  within  tow'r  in  savage  might  ascends, 

And  o'er  the  mound  their  gloomy  shade  extends } 

Whilst,  at  its  base,  in  isolated  forms, 

(  Gnaw'd  by  the  tooth  of  Time,  or  cleft  by  storms  ! ) 

Huge,  mould'ring  walls,  on  crazy  arches  bas'd, 

Nod  their  grey  tops  and  threat  th'  adjacent  waste. 

The  pond'rous  mass, — long  sinking  to  decay, 

Still  shows  such  great  and  terrible  display 

Of  British  perseverance,  leagued  with  toil, 

And  firm  resolve  to  guard  the  natal  soil  ; 

That  well  might  Rome's  proud  legions  stand  aghast 

To  view  its  strong  defence,  and  circuit  vast. 

And  long  shall  Memory  with  fond  delight 

Dwell  on  the  traces  of  its  former  might, 

Whilst  Admiration  with  untiring  eye 

Pores  o'er  each  vestige  that  lies  mould'ring  by : 

And  Genius,  noting  with  poetic  ken 

The  boasts  of  distant  days  and  lofty  mep, 

Recall  the  time  when  Cornwall's  native  lords, 

In  feudal  pomp,  here  spread  their  festive  boards ; 

And  charm'd  each  pause  of  war,  those  walls  among, 

AVith  wassail  revelry  and  bardic  song  ! 

END    OF   THE   FIRST   CANT.O. 
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CANTO  II. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

View  from  Machar  Tower,  including  Mount  F.dgcumbe, 
Kithill,  Whitsand  Bay,  5tc.  The  Eddystone  Light-house.  Looe. 
Trelawny  and  Polvethan.  Lanhydr'ock.  Restormel.  Mena- 
billy.  The  Fowey.  The  Fishery.  Caerhayes.  Truro  River. 
Tregothnan.  The  Fal.  Trelissick.  Carclew.  Falmouth. 
Pend?nnis  Caitle.  Historical  Retrospect. 
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AGAIN  the  beauteous  prospect  opens  round ! 
Again  a  scene  with  num'rous  graces  crown'd,— 
The  healthful  ocean ; — the  capacious  bay ; — 
The  river,  gliding  on  its  watry  way  ; — 
The  wooded  seat ; — the  mansion's  decent  pride  ;— 
The  ruin'd  castle,  sinking  by  its  side ; — 
The  Summer  vale ; — the  misty  mountain's  form, 
Scath'd  and  disfigur'd  by  the  frequent  storm ;— -> 
The  rustic  spire; — 'the  hamlet,  farm,  and  cot 
Faintly  perceiv'd  amidst  the  verdant  spot ;— 
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Demand  attention,  as  the  roving  Muse 

O'er  Cornwall's  southern  line  her  course  pursues. 

Alive  to  Nature,  and  to  Nature's  charms, 

The  glowing  scene,  her  kindling  bosom  warms  ; 

And  may  she  boast  the  praise,  in  varied  lay 

Those  varied  features  freely  to  pourtray  ! 

From  Machar's  lofty  heights  1  what  views  arise, 

And,  in  succession,  glad  th'  astonish'd  eyes  ! 
Towns,  villas,  mountains,  vallies,  meadows,  woods, 

Qnicken'd  by  rolling  streams,  or  spreading  floods, 
Sweetly  combining,  form  a  glorious  whole, 
That  wakes  to  joy  and  extacy  the  soul ! 
Mount  Edgcumbe,  here,  in  rural  beauty  bright, 
(Where  rival  counties  claim  co-equal  right)  2 
Bedeck'd  with  ev'ry  boast  of  sylvan  pride* 
Gleams  in  soft  lustre  o'er  the  polish'd  tide, 
Amidst  the  rich  and  cultivated  plains 
That  constitute  its  fair  and  vast  domains, 
Blithe  Ceres  smiles,  and  Nature's  self  looks  bland, 
As  full-blown  plenty  waves  o'er  all  the  land. 
Hear  too,  how  sweet  the  lively  choral  lay 
That  bursts  from  ev'ry  throat,  on  ev'ry  spray  ! 
Hark!  in  yon  fence,  the  tangling  briars  among, 
The  blackbird  warbles  his.  mellifluous  song  j 
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The  trilling  lark,  that  soars  on  eagle-wings, 
Pois'd  midway  in  the  air,  his  ditty  sings ; 
"While,  to  complete  the  harmony  divine, 
The  woolly  tribes  their  simple  bleatings  join ; 
And,  in  accordance  deep,  the  herds'  full  strains 
Fill  up  the  concert  of  the  vocal  plains  ! 

Westward  from  hence,  Cornubia's  downs  are  spread, 
Where  high  Kit-hill  erects  his  shaggy  head; 
Rising  sublime,  amidst  the  hi'ly  train, 
He  stands,  the  monarch  of  th'  admiring  plain. 
Yonder,  at  distance,  o'er  the  ridging  land, 
See  Whitsand  Bay  its  ample  breast  expand, 
Which,  as  the  sun  flings  down  his  splendid  rays, 
Kindles — a  sea  of  gold ! — beneath  the  blaze. 

Dimly  discern'd  amidst  the  deep-blue  wave 
That  joys  its  rugged,  dang'rous  rock  to  lave, 
I  The  lofty  light-house  3  warns  the  nautic  train 
To  shun  the  perils  that  around  it  reign. 
In  eddying  gulfs  the  waves  their  sports  pursue, 
And  hence  its  name  the  useful  building  drew. 
Like  the  majestic  oak,  whose  stately  form 
Best  braves  the  fury  of  the  sweeping  storm, 
Widely  its  base  spreads  o'er  its  rocky  bed, 
While  the  receding  shaft  rears  a  dirainish'd  head. 

I 
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Hence  the  svvoll'n  billow,  baffled  in  its  course, 
Assails  the  edifice  with  broken  force, 
And  but  expands  in  foam,  where  else  his  pow'r 
Had  in  destruction  whelm'd  a  bolder  tow'r. 
Around  it  now  the  peaceful  waters  sleep, 
And  Pleasure  broods  upon  the  smiling  deep; 
Yet  well  can  Memory  the  scene  recall 
When,  high  above  its  iron-jointed  wall, 
The  frantic  billows,  scourg'd  by  tempests,  rash'd1, 
And,  streaming,  o'er  its  quaking  lantern  gush'd ! 
And  ah  !  (sad  retrospect !  )  not  lost  the  date 
When,  doom'd  the  victim  of  relentless  fate, 
I A  hapless  architect,  with  erring  aim, 
Here,  by  a  splendid  pile  to  fix  his  fame, 
Met,  in  his  stately  tow'r,  an  early  doom, 
And  in  the  storm-crush'd  structure  found  a  tomb  ! 

Mark  where  yon  islet  stands,  enwreath'd  with  foam  ;— 
(  Time  out  of  mind  the  sea-mews'  native  home ; 
Where,  safe  from  man,  and  to  the  storm  inured, 
Their  callow  broods  were  'midst  its  cliffs  secur'd  ; ) 
Hard  by,  the  streams,  through  winding  paths  that  stray, 
Combining,  form  for  Looe  an  ample  bay. 
Th'  attenuated  bridge,  with  many  a  stride 
Irregularly  spans  the  gurgling  tide; 
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And,  as  across  its  numerous  arches  sweep, 
Appears  some  monster  basking  on  the  deep,, 
The  emulative  sister-shores  display 
A  scene  in  Nature's  fairest  colouring1  gay  ; 
And  Pleasure  long  shall  linger  on  the  view 
That  greets  the  eye  amidst  the  banks  of  Looe : 
Here,  steep,  majestic  hills,  successive  rise, 
With  gardens  deck'd,  and  plants  of  cheerful  dyes ; 
A  lid  often — peeping  'tv.-ixt  protecting  trees, 
That  brave  tire  storm,  but  frolic  to  the  breeze— - 
The  peaceful  cot,  amidst  the  lively  green, 
With  Comfort's  smile  embellishes  the  scene. 

Near  this,  and1  where  Trelawny's  current  plays.—* 
Meand'ring  to  the  deep  with  fond  delays, — 
TrelaiKny  and  Polvethan  seem  to  vie, 
With  claims  distinct,  to  lure  th'  attentive  eye. 
The  first,  adorn'd  with  boasts  of  distant  year*, 
Amidst  the  fresh,  luxuriant  spot,  appears 
Like  Age  by  Youth  surrounded  : — -Grave,  serene, — • 
The  view  seems  chasten'd  by  its  sober  mien. 
Yet  Painting's  Genius  may,  enraptur'd,  hail 
The  charms  that  decorate  Trelawny's  vale; 
And,  on  the  warm  and  moving  canvas  throng1 
Sketches  unsuited  to  the  pow'rs  of  song. 


44  CORNUBIA.  CANTO  n. 

Polvethan's  modern  cottage, — from  the  waste 
Rais'd  and  adorn'd  by  Lemon's  finish' d  taste,— 
Smiles  o'er  the  sylvan  landscape,  and  commands 
Whate'er  embellishes  the  neigbb'ring  lands. 

Westward,  where  Fowey  pours  down  a  nobler  stream, 
That  proudly  sparkles  to  the  solar  beam  ; 
On  his  gay  banks  what  brilliant  scenes  appear  ! — 
Sweet  to  the  view,  and  to  the  fancy  dear. 
Lcmhydrock  first,  in  ancient  splendour  drest, 
Peers  through  the  veil  of  years  that  dims  its  crest; 
And  still  seems  conscious  of  its  former  claim 
To  lordly  pomp  and  hospitable  fame. 
There,  clust'ring  trees  produce  a  pleasing  gloom, 
And  flow'rs  campestral  breathe  a  rich  perfume ; 
While  the  proud  avenue  invites  the  feet 
Of  Meditation  to  the  lone  retreat, 
And  the  rude  gateway  still  to  thought  rccalb 
Days  when  baronial  splendour  graced  those  walls. 
Here  pause,  and  think — as  o'er  th'  impressive  scene 
Pensive  Reflection  strays,  with  feelings  keen.— 
How  vain  the  proudest  boast  of  hall  or  bow'r, 
To  shelter  greatness  from  its  waning  hour ! 
Though  here,  erewhile,  heraldic  glories  shone, 
And  warlike  strains  made  proud  Lanhydrock  known 
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Amidst  the  bravest  of  its  high  compeers  ; 

Lo  ! — mutilated  by  the  siege  of  years,— 

Only  sufficient  of  its  pomp  is  seen 

To  testify  how  high  its  rank  has  been  ! 

— Troy  was  /     Before  th'  all-conquering  hand  of  Fate, 

Crush'd  are  its  honours,  lost  its  site  and  date  :— 

Its  princes,  warriors,  men  of  old  renown, 

Sunk  in  the  gloom  that  shrouds  their  vanish'd  town;— 

The  poet's  lay,  alone,  preserves  to  Fame 

The  void  memorial  of  their  empty  name  ! 

Thus  hath  Cornubia  seen  her  lordly  band, 

Renown'd  in  virtue,  flourish  o'er  her  land;— 

Thus,  as  the  skirts  of  Time  past  ages  shade, 

Beheld  them  in  Oblivion's  bosom  fade ! 

Contiguous  here, — though  now  a  ruin'd  pile, 
Amidst  a  scene  where  Nature  wears  a  smi!e_, — 
Rcstormel's  ivy-vestur'd,  pond'rous  wall, 
Strives  with  Neglect,  and  still  protracts  its  fall. 
Firm  on  a  rocky  mound,  in  princely  pride, 
The  mould'ring  mass  at  distance  is  descried ; 
And  yet,  pre-eminent,  bestows  a  grace 
On  either  vale  that  winds  around  its  base. 
The  wooded  hill,  romantically  gay, 
O'er  roots  protruding,  yields  a  slipp'ry  way ; 

E  3 
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And,  through  its  op'njng  vistas,  brings  to  vievr 
Scenes  calm  and  soft  as  e'er  Arcadia  knew. 

See,  where  the  rapid  Foivey,  in  bright  display. 
Speeds  through  yon  meadows  his  pellucid  way, — • 
A  long  and  beauteous  course  !  The  fields  around, 
Quaff  vigour  as  he  flows,  and  thence  abound 
"\Vilh  verdure's  liveliest  £ints :  The  podding  trees, 
That  track  his  progress,  gently  wop  the  breeze ; 
Whilst  those,  more  rugged,  climbing  yonder  height, 
Appear  like  armies  must'ring  for  the  fight. 
Now,  where  Lostwithiel's  tasteful  gothic  spire 
Richly  improves  the  scene,  its  waves  retire 
Beneath  the  sweeping  arch  ;  then,  bursting  wide, 
It  swells,  a  river !  and,  with  ample  tide 
Winding  'midst  distant  hills  of  beauteous  mould, 
Spreads  to  the  sun  its  surface  ting'd  with  gold  ! 
Such  scenes  are  thine,  Restormel !  and,  though  fled 
The  honours  that  of  old  adoru'd  thy  head  ; 
Though  now  thy  wall,  in  gaping  fissures  rent, 
But  seems  thy  former  glory's  monument ; 
Imagination  shall,  delighted,  dwell 
Around  thy  pile,  while  Hist'ry  loves  to  tell 
How  Cornwall's  princes,  here,  and  barons  bold, 
Were  wont  the  frequent  festive  honr  to  hold. 
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If,  still,  the  windings  of  the  stream  we  trace, 
|  Scenes,  rich  and  picturesque,  in  native  grace 
Around  us  rise  :  Here,  pond'rous  crags  are  seen, 
Of  giant  stature  and  majestic  mien : 
Low'ring,  incumbent,  o'er  the  timid  wave, 
That  gently  heaves,  their  shagged  feet  to  lave. 
There,  softly-swelling  hills,  in  ev'ry  hue 
That  Vegetation  owns,  delight  the  view. 
Superior  charms  their  turgent  bosoms  bear, 
And  brighter  bloom  their  glowing  blossoms  wear, 
As  Contrast  marks  the  prospects — wild  and  drear — 
That  dimly  in  the  distant  ground  appear. 
— The  hoary  tpw'rs,  that,  'neath  the  mellow  beam 
Of  morn,  or  bahny  eve,  serenely  gleam 
Through  the  translucent  wave  ; — the  eagle-fort, 
Cow' ring  from  eyry  heights  tp  guard  the  port; 
The  ruin'd  chapel  nodding  or)  yon  hill,-*- 
Though  desecrated,  venerable  still  ;—- 
Sweetly  combine,  beneath  a  genial  sky, 
To  form  a  picture,  bright  in  ev'ry  dye, 
Dear  to  the  painter's  and  the  poet's  eye ! 

Westward,  where  Menabilly's  massy  pile 
Looks  o'er  the  deep-blue  wave  that  guards  our  isle, 
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The  sons  of  Science  gladly  stop  to  pore 

On  the  rich  min'rals  of  Cornubia's  shore ; 

Which,  there  aggroup'd,  and  class'd  by  skilful  baud, 

In  fair  display,  and  varied  figures  stand. 

Nor  will  the  eye  of  Admiration  fail 

To  trace  the  charms  of  its  inviting  vale ; 

Where,  in  a  grot  of  pebble,  crystal,  shell, 

That  quietly  adorns  the  peaceful  dell, 

Rashleigh's  judicious  taste  hath  well  dispos'd 

The  varied  ores  by  Cornwall's  mines  disclos'd. 

Though,  at  a  distance,  loud  the  surges  beat, 

And  la^h  the  surly  clifif's  unshaken  feet; 

The  smiling  wood  that  nearer  spreads  its  shade, 

Proclaims  the  spot  for  Learning's  vot'ries  made. 

From  tracts  where  Nature, — oft  enrich'd  by  Art,— » 
Presents  her  treasures  to  the  glowing  heart ; 
The  Muse  prepares — as  now  her  eye  explores 
The  ample  bays  and  deep-receding  shores 
Op'ning  around, — a  diff'rent  theme  to  sing; 
Pregnant  with  life,  and  novel  to  her  string. 


CANTO  ii.          THE  SOUTHERN  COAST.  4» 


i. 

Far  extending  o'er  the  deep, 
Where  gentle  Halcyon  loves  to  sleep, 
See  !  —  arrang'd  at  distance  due— 
\Where  the  hardy  fisher-crew 
Moor  their  barks  in  long  array, 
And  anxiously  await  th'  expected  finny  prey. 

II. 

Star  of  Night  !  whose  influence  guides 
The  flowing  or  receding  tides, 
And,  through  sullen-heaving  waves 
Visit'st  Ocean's  deepest  caves  ; 
Amidst  the  shoals  thy  splendours  pour, 
Aod  guide  them  safely  to  Cornubia's  shore  ! 

III. 

JjO  !  they  come  !  By  Instinct's  force 
Here  they  bend  their  welcome  courst. 
Myriads  of  the  sportive  race, 
Shining  bright  in  argent  grace, 
Hither  urge  their  destin'd  way,  — 
Quick'mng  the  waters  with  their  rapid  play  ! 
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On  the  cliffs  and  hills  around  « 
Hear  the  fitter's  *  joyful  sound, 
As  the  lively,  rippling  tide 
Marks  where  shoals,  unheeding-,  glide  ; 
And  the  ocean's  ruddy  gfow 
Combines  their  numbers  and  extent  to  show  ! 

V. 

Pressing  forward  to  the  spoil, 
While  Hope  excites  to  highest  toil, 
The  busy  fishers  quick  prepare 
To  cast  the  ample  meshy  snare  ; 
Anxious  who  shall  first  attain 
The  grateful  present  of  the  bounteous  main. 

VI. 

|  The  sean  is  shot  !  —  In  circling  course 
As  boats  obey  the  rowers'  force, 
Extending  far,  with  rapid  sweep, 
Its  leaden  feet  assail  the  deep  ;  — 
The  buoyant  corks  above,  uphold 
And  wide  around  expand  its  lengthen'd  fold. 
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VII. 

The  captive  fish,  amaz'd,  survey 
The  corded  fence  that  checks  their  way  ; 
Affrighted  view  each  changeful  bark 
That  casts  a  shadow  long  and  dark 
Amidsts  the  waves  ;  their  gambols  cease, 
And  sjnk  into  a  state  of  troublous  peace. 


VIII. 

Now  the  crew,  with  nimble  hand, 
Prepare  to  bring  their  prize  to  land, 
And  swarms  of  little  vessels  glide, 
Lightly  skimming,  o'er  the  tide  ; 
Prompt  the  captors'  spoils  to  share, 
to  the  shore  the  booty  safely  bear. 


IX. 

See  !  along  the  spacious  beach 
How  the  crowds,  exulting,  reach 
The  friendly  hand  :  Their  ranks  among- 
Cheerful  greetings  pass  along, 
As  the  prospect  of  the  treasure 
Fills  each  swelling  heart  with  honest  pleasure, 
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X. 

Ev'ry  rank  and  ev'ry  age 
The  grateful  subject  can  engage; 
Nought  is  silent,  nought  is  still : 
Successive  groups  the  prospect  fill ; 
And  Infancy  and  Eld  unite 
To  animate  the  scene  so  fair  and  bright. 

XI. 

Crowding  round  the  scan's  expanse 
The  smaller  vessels  quick  advance, 
And  th'  imprison'd,  finny  hoard 
By  nets  and  baskets  draw  on  board ; 
While  the  struggling  fish  display 
A  silver  radiance  to  the  lunar  ray. 

XII. 

By  the  restless-plying  oar, 
To  the  bay  and  to  the  shore 
Long  the  boats  pursue  their  way. 
Til!,  secur'd,  the  valued  prey 
Shine  in  heaps  along  the  strand 
Waiting  the  process  of  the  carer's  hand. 


CANTO  ii.          THE  SOUTHERN  COAST. 

XIII. 

Soon,  in  strong-ribW  casks  confin'd, 
The  fish,  to  distant  coasts  consign'd, 
Again  shall  cross  the  swelling  main ; 
"While  Commerce,  thus,  with  spreading  reign, 
With  foreign  wealth  and  foreign  store 
Shall  aggrandise  Britannia's  trading  shore. 

Such  is  the  scene  which  Cornwall's  Southern  Coast, 
At  annual  periods,  may  with  pleasure  boast; 
And  wheresoe'er  the  spreading  bay,  or  port, 
Becomes  of  playful  shoals  the  sure  resort, 
(  Which,  urg'd  by  instinct,  that  propitious  Heav'n 
Hath  in  its  plenitude  of  wisdom  giv'n, 
Migrating  here,  their  native  seas  forsake 
And  food  and  profit  for  the  fisher  make ) 
Boats,  nets,  and  men  train'd  to  the  work,  declare 
The  pow'r  of  Enterprize  that  settles  there. 

Declining  westward,  often  we  survey 
The  jutting  headland  or  the  scooping  bay 
Guarded  by  foam-hlanch'd  rocks,  whose  temples  hoar 
Caution  the  mariner  to  shun  the  shore. 

But  now  a  softer  theme  invites  my  song,— 
A  theme  to  which  more  polisa'd  lays  belong. 
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See  where,  expanding-  o'er  the  creek-wrought  land, 

Vala's  broad  wave  extends  on  either  hand: 

O  Muse  !  be  more  than  comnron  care  applied 

To  sing-  the  beauteous  scenes  that  deck  fair  Vala's  tide. 

— Yet  not  Cafkuyes,  whose  thick,  umbrageous  wood, 

That  throws  a  pleasing-  shadow  o'er  the  flood ; — 

Whose  spacious  park,- to  Mem'ry  stiH  displays 

Its  proud  pre-eminence  in  former  days, — 

Should  be  unsung-.     Though  the  old  pile  no  more 

In  venerable  pomp  bedeck  the  shore, — 

A  richer  edifice,  in  gothic  pride 

And  castellated  pomp  looks  o'er  the  tide ; 

And  soon,  when  Art  shall  end  the  rich  desi°n, 

O      * 

In  more  than  ancient  state  Carhayes  shall  shine. 

From  TVwro's  busy  port — when  now  the  tide, 
Upheaving  o'er  its  bed  with  gentle  glitfe, 
Form'd  a  broad  hke  to  vivify  thre  seene,    , 
Reflecting  wharfs,  and  trees,  and  hillocks  green,—- ^ 
Our  bark  directing-,  we  pursued  our  way, 
Foretasting  pleasure  for  a  Summer's  day. 

The  crowded  quay,  the  plain  and  tap'ring  spire, 
Slowly  receding,  from  the  gaze  retire  ; 
And  Kenwyn's  rustic  tow'r,  that  *Jieds  a  grace 
Wherever  view'd,  no  longer  can  we.  trace. 


CANTO  ii.         THE  SOUTHERN  COAST. 

In  mazy  windings  round  the  pointed  shore 
We  glide  afar,  and  Truro  shews  no  more. 

Scarce  two  short  miles  \ve  pass,  when  now  we  yiew 
A  sea-green  freshness  tinge  the  river's  hue; 
And  thence  anticipate  a  nobler  range, 
And  shores  diversified  with  ev'ry  change 
Of  aqueous  beauty :  On  the  deep'ning  stream, — 
Checquer'd  with  woods  and  crags,  that  softly  gleam, — 
Our  pinnace  dances,  as  the  rippling  wave 
Delights  her  gaily-painted  sides  to  lave. 

At  anchor  riding,  or  beside  the  quay, 
I  Th'  industrious  coaster  often  we  survey, 
The  drudge  of  commerce  ! — Round  our  trading  isle, 
Whether  the  billows  roar  or  Heavens  smile, 
This  useful  vessel  takes  her  due  resort, 
Supplying  merchandize  to  ev'ry  port. 
What  though  the  pomp  of  war  no  more  we  boast, — 

No  din  of  battle  thunder  round  our  coast, 

No  gallant  frigate,  proudly  now  display 
Her  lengthen'd  tier, — in  martial  splendour  gay  ? 
Contented  we  resign  the  clang  of  arms ; — 
War  has  its  glories,  peace  its  milder  charms. 

But  yet,  not  always  has  this  tranquil  shore 
Been  unresponsive  to  the  cannon's  roar : 
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When  the  eighth  Henry  fill'd  Britannia's  throne, 

And  erePendennis  was  to  Falmouth  known, 

In  Mopus  Road  a  Gallic  war-ship  sought 

To  shun  a  fleet  that  for  Iberia  brought 

A  merchant-freight ;  but  vainly  here  she  flew, — 

Her  num'rous  enemies  her  course  pursue, 

Staunch  to  their  purpose.     Like  a  stag  at  bay, 

Attack'd  on  every  side  the  victim  lay  ; 

And  now,  along  the  tide,  the  mingled  roll 

Of  shouts  and  fires  in  dread  confusion  stole, 

Whilst  wond'ring  Naiads  witness'd  with  amaze 

On  their  pacific  waves,  the  frequent  blaze  ; 

And  wood-nymphs,  shudd'ring,  to  their  deepest  shades? 

Affrighted  fled,  whilst  horror  fill'd  the  glades. 

Full  well  the  Gaul  maintain'd  th'  unequal  fight, 

Nor  vainly  strove, — for  now,  descending  night 

Drew  off  his  foe ;  and  left  him,  maim'd,  yet  free 

Again  to  dare  the  perils  of  the  sea. 

As  on  we  glide,  diverging  oft  our  course,— 
As  jutting  points  display  their  rocky  force, 
Compelling  the  obedient  stream  to  wind 
A  tortuous  way,  ere  yet  the  main  it  find  ; 
At  ev'ry  turn,  pleas'd  Admiration  views 
Something  to  charm  and  something  to  amuse-, 
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And  all  of  woodland  scenery,  unveiling 

In  sweet  succession,  charms  each  finer  feeling. 

Up  yonder  lawn,  in  Nature's  liv'ry  gay, 
Where  bounding  fawns  their  antic  gambols  play,— 
Tregothnan's  polish'd  walls,  of  granite  hue, 
In  pleasing  eminence,  attract  the  view. 
Judgment  and  Skill  the  firm  foundations  laid, 
And  Taste  and  Genius  lent  their  willing  aid 
To  rear  a  pile,  whose  excellence  should  claim 
A  lasting  honour  and  superior  fame. 
Modern  the  fabric ;  but  the  artist's  hand — 
Exact  to  decorate  the  smiling  land, 
Hade  ancient  grace  with  later  science  meet, 
And  join  to  form  an  edifice  complete  : 
Hence,  proudly  overtopping  Gothic  pride, 
Embattled  turrets  rise  on  ev'ry  side, 
Whose  fretted  shafts  and  pinnacles  bestow 
A  novel  charm  on  all  the  scene  below. 
There  the  long  corridor,  in  grand  display, 
To  rich  saloons  presents  a  splendid  way  ; 
A  nd  suites  magnificent  of  gorgeous  halls, 
With  high-wrought  cornice  deck'd,  and  moulded  walld, 
bespeak  the  fit  abode  of  him,  whose  sire 
I'rg'd  by  a  Rriton'-;  s'f'aiune  patriot  fire  ) 
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Oft  from  the  Gaul,  'midst  cannons'  deaf 'ning  roar, 
Bright  laurels  in  their  humbled  banners  bore. 
O !  nobly  done  !  and  long  shall  Hist'ry  tell 
How  brave  Boscawen  fought,  and  Frenchmen  fell ; 
Tregothnan's  honours  shall  his  deeds  make  known, 
And  with  her  hero's  praises  blend  her  own  ! 
Declare,  O  Muse  !  at  what  eventful  hour 
Britannia's  foes  confess'd  and  felt  his  pow'r. 
Though  of  the  noble  house  of  Falmoutb  born,5 

And  fitted  ev'ry  station  to  adorn; 

Disdaining  all  the  blandishments  of  Ease, 

He  chose,  in  climes  remote  and  dang'rous  seas?, 

To  trace  the  path  of  Fortune  and  Renown, 

And  add  fresh  wreaths  to  Albion's  naval  crown. 

Proud  Carthagena  saw  his  vent'rous  band 

(  Cheer'd  by  his  presence, — guided  by  his  hand ) 

Through  flame  and  carnage,  scale  the  lofty  mound,- 

And  raze  her  strongest  batt'ry  to  the  ground. 

England  resounded  with  the  daring  deed, 

And  Truro  crown' d  it  with  her  civic  meed,  6 

— Off  Finisterre,  with  Anson's  gallant  crew, 

Again  his  brand  the  Cornish  hero  drew, 

Nor  aim'd  it  vainly  ; — Gaul's  disabled  fleet 

Laid  its  pale  honours  at  tberonqu'rorVfeet. 
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The  Eastern  Ind  confess'd  his  warlike  flame, 
And  strong  Madras  did  homage  to  his  name. 
Columbia  mark'd  him  with  a  fearful  eye 
When  from  her  shores  he  scourg'd  her  proud  ally ; 
Breton  and  Louisburg  his  valour  prov'd, 
And  own'd  that  Vict'ry  in  his  progress  mov'd. 

At  length,  so  brilliant  a  career  to  close, 
And  taste  the  well-earn'd  blessings  of  repose, 
Whilst  in  the  Straits  his  meteor-banner  flew, 
Th'  ill-fated  force  appear'd  of  De  la  Clae. 
Swift  he  pursued ;  and  soon,  in  Lagos  Bay, 
Commenced  and  brightly  clos'd  the  dire  affray ; 
And  France  long  time  deplor'd,  in  grief  and  shame, 
Three  captur'd  ships,  and  two  a  prey  to  flame. 

Returning  from  his  long  and  arduous  toil, 
To  tread  again  his  cherish'd  native  soil, 
Riches  and  rank  his  grateful  country  gave,— 
St.  Michael  sadly  boasts  the  warrior's  grave. ' 

Enough  ! — The  winding  walks  invite  to  stray 
Where  changing  prospects  mark  the  devious  way ; 
Immense  plantations,  spreading  wide  around, 
With  youthful  shadows  scarcely  tint  the  ground; 
And,  frequent  seen,  large  groups  of  lofty  trees, 
Pear  o'er  the  hill,  and  intercept  the  breeze, 

F   2 
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In  Summer's  heats,  th*  impending  boughs  extend 
Their  wrealhy  arms,  and  grateful  shelter  lend  ; 
Whilst,  from  the  flutt'ring  leaves,  the  cheerful  strain 
Of  woodland  harmony  delights  the  plain ; 
The  echoing  hills  the  mellow  notes  prolong, 
And  branches  wave  responsive  to  the  song. 

If  further  roam  the  view, — behold  !  around 
Each  varied  charm  of  rural  pride  is  found  : — 
The  river,  glancing  'twixt  encroaching  shores,— 
The  bark,  soft-gliding  to  the  well-tim'd  oars, — 
The  hills,  arrayed  in  many-tinted  green, 
As  Art  or  Nature's  influence  sways  the  scene, — 
The  straw-roof 'd  cots  that  dot  the  cultur'd  land,— 
The  ancient  tow'r  that  decks  the  neighb'ring  strand ; 
Whilst  distant  mountains,  fading  from  the  view, 
Blend  softly  with  the  pure  cerulean  blue  ! 

Piercing  the  Eastern  shore  with  many  a  streak, 
And  forming  rich  displays  of  bay  and  cretk, 
The  Fal  appears:  Here  first  its  op'ning  tide 
Delights  with  other  friendly  streams  to  glide. 
For  three  long  miles  its  peaceful  waters  wind 
Where  Philleigh  from  Penkivel  is  disjoin'd  ; 
And  'nealh  the  wooded  shore,  with  fond  delays, 
lls  pure,  translucent  current  gently  plays. 
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Long  is  its  course  from  where  the  Naiad  pours, 
In  Fenton  Vala's  urn,  its  infant  stores, 
To  where, — diverging  to  the  Southern  coast 
It  bursts  into  a  bay ; — the  pride  and  boast 
Of  Cornish  ports ; — with  each  advantage  stor'd 
That  to  the  mariner  can  aid  afford. 

Where,  now,  its  bulk,  by  diff'rent  streams  supplied, 
Becomes  a  spacious  roadstead, — safe  though  wide : 
A  varied  scene  the  op'uing  shore  displays, 
And  Pleasure  lingers  in  the  ardent  gaze. 
Trelissick,  there,  fair  as  the  morning  beam, 
Casts  a  rich  lustre  o'er  th'  admiring  stream ; 
And  to  the  smiling  landscape  lends  a  charm 
With  each  enliv'ning  hue  of  beauty  warm  ! 
The  mansion,  elegantly  form'd  to  show 
The  graces,  modern  Science  can  bestow, 
Presenting  to  the  south  its  aspect  bright, 
Streams  o'er  the  verdant  lawn  a  softeu'd  light ! 

O 

At  distance  due,  clumps  of  majestic  trees, 
Chequer  the  scene,  and  woo  the  sportive  breeze ; 
And  leugthen'd  groves  afford  a  mild  retreat, 
Alike  to  Indolence  and  Genius  sweet. 
— Yonder,  diverging  from  the  spacious  bjay, 
Restronguet  to  the  westward  glides  away, 
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Willing  to  share  the  more  retiring  view 

Of  sylvan  scenes  that  decorate  Car  clew  ; 

Whose  granite  front,  rich  in  Ionic  pride  — 

Whose  noble  portico,  expanding  wide  — 

Whose  colonnades,  of  light  and  airy  forms, 

Shelter  from  Summer's  heats  and  Winter's  storms,—- 

Whose  beauteous  woods  —  though  interesting  all 

For  ev'ry  grace  that  may  attention  call  — 

With  double  charms,  with  higher  praise  are  crown'd, 

Contrasted  with  the  moors,  wide  spreading  round. 

There,  on  the  east,  St.  Just's  prolific  soil, 
With  rich  increase  rewards  the  peasant's  toil  ; 
And  from  her  fruitful  bosom  freely  yields 
The  choicest  products  of  the  fertile  fields. 
Further,  St.  Mawd's  its  winding  harbour  shows  8 
And  ancient  castle,  threat'ning  to  its  foes. 
Lastly,  the  interesting  scene  to  crown, 
Lo  !  Falmouth's  spacious  road  and  long-drawn  town  : 
Falmouth,  that,  like  an  eagle,  opens  wide 
Its  wings  and  talons  ;  —  (pencill'd  by  the  tide:) 
On  either  van  a  fortress  stands  confest  ; 
A  formidable  rock  defends  the  breast, 
Penoting  real  worth  by  symbols  well  express'd.  y 
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Sec,  where  the  liquid  glass,  extending  o'er 
The  ample  bason,  to  each  smiling  shore 
Displays  its  gljtt'ring  surface,— clear  and  bright, 
Shedding  o'er  all  the  scene  a  soft  delight ! 
Stretching  along  its  marge,  in  close  array, 
Houses  and  wharfs  commercial  pride  display. 
The  noble  terrace  on  the  northern  side 
Lifts  its  symmetric  front  in  decent  pride ; 
And  the  tall  tow'r  that  marks  the  House  of  Pray'r, 
Gives  to  the  whole  its  most  important  air. 
Here,  old  Arwenack,  venerably  grey, 
Shares,  'midst  coeval  trees,  the  smiling  bay ; 
Trefusis  there,  that  from  the  front  retires, 
Embellishes  the  prospect  it  admires. 

Sweeping  around,  to  guard  the  pleasant  pier, 
See,  to  the  south,  Pendennis'  ramparts  rear 
Their  lofty  foreheads  ;  and,  in  martial  state, 
Point  o'er  the  wave  their  engines,  big  with  fate  ! 
Enchanting  spot !  that  gives  the  varied  view 
Jn  ev'ry  pleasing  form  and  lovely  hue  !         „ 
The  Channel,  here,  its  ample  breast  unveils, 
Bespeck'd  with  trading  barks,  whose  snowy  sails, 
That  palely  mark  the  still,  reflective  main, 
Appear  like  sheep  on  some  extensive  plain. 
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Hear  !  from  yon  bark  that  slowly  glides  along, 
I  How  sweet  ascends  the  ship-boy's  artless  song  ; 
Whose  lengthened  strains  wide  o'er  the  waters  swell, 
Echoed  by  jutting  cliff  or  hollow  dell ! 
How  clear  the  sky  !  how  soothing,  soft,  and  slow, 
The  little  waves  break  on  the  beach  belotv! 
Or,  mild  retiring  from  the  printless  sand, 
With  milk-white  kisses  olauch  the  shelving  strand  ! 
Gentle,  yet  glowing,  is  the  noon-tide  beam, 
Soft  dancing  on  the  wave  that  courts  its  gleam  ; 
Whose  tranquil  bosom, — in  capacious  sweep 
Extending, — seems  like  Beauty  sunk  to  sleep  : 
There,  wat'ry  mists  deceive  the  straining  sight, 
And  azure  clouds  and  azure  waves  unite. 

When  civil  warfare  vex'd  this  aching  land, 
And  son  to  sire  oppos'd  lh'  unnatural  hand, — 
Prndennis  faithfully  the  party  chose 
Of  Truth  and  Loyalty  :  Its  rebel  foes 
Long  time,  in  vain,  by  rigorous  blockade 
To  bend  it  to  their  liait'rous  arms  essay'd, 
Nor  gain'd,  at  last,  their  end,  till  Famine  gaunt 
Appear'd,  itvS  brave  and  sturdy  ranks  to  daunt. 
In  vain  they  linger'd  for  the  wish'd  supply — 
Their  stores  were  empty  and  their  fountains  dry; 
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Nor  could  procrastinating1  Hope,  that  still 

At  distance  lov'd  to  shew  th'  impending  ill, 

Longer  the  dread  realities  suspend, 

Nor  from  Submission's  pang  their  breasts  defend  : 

With  sullen  indignation,  to  the  blast 

They  bow'd  ;  but  Honour  cheer'd  them  to  the  last. 

While  now,  to  dignify  a  rising  age, 
Instruction,  ev'ry  side,  unfolds  her  page  ; 
While  matters  pregnant  with  a  nation's  fate 
Become  the  common  theme  of  low  debate  ; 
"While  each  rude  hand  is  rashly  rais'd  to  mark 
Or  regulate  the  Constitution- Ark, 
And  purblind  Zeal,  with  innovating  pride, 
Approves  no  system — save  the  one  untry'd ; — 
Grant,  gracious  Heav'n  !  that  ne'tr  may  party  rage 
Sway  an  enlighten'd  but  ungrateful  age 
To  rebel-deeds  ;  but  Order's  golden  chain 
Unite  the  virtuous,  and  the  vile  restrain. 
Britain,  amongst  the  nations  greatly  bless'd, — 
(  By  freedom,  fame,  and  wealth  rais'd  o'er  the  rest) 
Demands  a  progeny  well  skill'd  to  soar 
Above  the  demagogue's  deceitful  lore, 
And  who,  by  worthy  deeds,  shall  clearly  show- 
How  well  their  high  immunities  they  know. 


66  CORNUBIA.  CANTO  n. 

Such  be  her  future  race !  and  Hist'ry's  page 
Point  them  th'  exemplars  of  each  coming  age  ! 
May  Pow'r  and  Mercy  equally  preside, 
The  State  to  govern,  and  the  Church  to  guide ; 
And  Britons1  praise  to  all  the  world  be  known- 
True  to  their  Altars,  faithful  to  their  Throne ! 


. 


END    OF   THE    SECOND    CANTO. 


CORNUBIA. 


CANTO  HI. 


Clje  Northern 
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A  Storm.  A  Ship  in  Distress.  Her  imminent  Danger.  The 
Tempest  moderates. 
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€!je  Northern 


FROM  scenes  where  sylvan  joys  for  ever  smile,4— 
Where  rich  abundance  crowns  the  peasant's  toil ; 
"Where  all  around  is  lovely,  all  is  fair, 
Wooing  the  pow'rs  of  Taste  to  linger  there ; — 
Turn,  0  unwilling  Muse!  Expand  thy  wing; 
Prepare  a  graver  lay,  a  deeper  string, 
As,  round  the  Northern  shore,  in  Horror  dight, 
Pensive  thou  bend'st  thy  melancholy  flight. 
Tempests,  and  clouds,  and  vapours  hover  round ; 
And  the  ear  tingles  to  the  boist'rous  sound 
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Of  hoarse,  rough  Ocean,  while,  with  blust'ring  voice, 
His  waves  erect  their  heads,  and  loud  rejoice 
Before  the  whistling  gale,  whose  dreadful  pow'r 
Scourges  them  onward  to  the  rock-bound  shore  ! 
O  Muse !  pourtray, — for  thou  hast  oft  survey'd 
The  fierce  attacks  by  mountain-billows  made  ; 
And,  sailing  down  the  coast,  hast  shrunk  to  hear 
The  elemental  jars  that  vex'd  thine  ear, 
While  simm'ring  waves,  that  lawless  seem'd  to  roam, 
Have  blanch'd  the  coast  in  one  vasf  sheet  of  foam ; — 
Nor  less  hast  view'd,  from  the  tremendous  strand, 
With  rocks  besprent,  that  lines  the  dreary  land, 
The  storm's  terrific  sway ;  wViile  o'er  the  deep 
With  wide-spread  wing,  Destruction  seem'd  to  sweep  ; 
And  the  strain'd  bark,  vex'd  by  the  troublous  main, 
Has  striv'n  to  shun  the  fateful  coast  in"  vain, — 
While  angry  billows,  with  appalling  roar, 
Have  forc'd  her  to  the  wreck-abandon'd  shore  ; 
Pourtray  th'  impressive  scene  ;  its  rocks,  its  cav«s, 
Its  pond'rous  cliffs,  round  which  the  tempest  raves 
With  impotent  accoil ;  its  shelving  sands, 
Its  sullen  capes,  and  unproductive  lands ; 
Till  Fancy  with  a  chilling  awe  surveys 
The  sombre  view,  and  shudders  but  to  gaze  ! 
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Lo !  where  the  solemn  vision  opens  wide  !— 
Stretching  along  a  vast,  a  sad  extent, 
By  nought  but  dHF'rent  risks  diversified,-^— 
See  where  the  rugged  Northern  Coast  is  bent 
In  many  a  jagged  bay  !  Here  rocks  present 
Their  shaggy  brows,  with  sea- weeds  turban' d  o'er ;| 
And  headlands,  in  tremendous  figures  rent, 
Repel  the  wave  that  threats  the  startled  shore, 
Or,  through  their  lengthen' d  caves,  rebellow  to  its  roar ! 


From  where  Moorwinstow's  dreary  hills  ascend 
In  barren  pride,  above  the  swelling  sea, 
To  where  (a  fearful  length  !)  the  bleak  Land's  End 
Rises  abrupt  in  rudest  majesty, — 
'Tis  all  an  iron  coast ;  and  hapless  he 
Whose  baik  too  closely,  'midst  the  tempest's  pow'r 
Tends  to  the  shore :   No  nautic  skill  may  free 
His  ship  from  peril,  which  in  Fate's  dire  hour 
Threaten*  on  ev'ry  side, — impetuous  to  devour. 
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Iff. 

What  though  the  haven,  or  the  frequent  bay, 

Proffer  security,  if,  from  the  main, 

And  from  the  gale  that  overhastes  his  way, 
The  welcome  anchorage  he  may  attain  ? 
Yet  dangers  press  him  round  ;  here,  inark'd  iu  vain, 
The  long,  deceitful  bar  in  ambush  lies  ; 
There,  treach'rous  quicksands  shift  their  faithless  plain; 
And  there  the  sturdy  rock,  of  fearful  size, 
Stands  like  a  surly  host,  and  all  access  denies. 


IV. 


From  where  St.  7/'«'s  open  harbour 1  yields 
A  ready  ingress  to  th'  encroaching  tide, 
To  where,  o'er  Padslow's  hills  and  cultur'd  fields. 
Romantic  groves  wave  rich  in  vernal  pride, 
Embellishing  the  scene  on  either  side ; — 
Vast  sandy  piles  the  trav'ller  eft  may  see, 
To  many  a  lengthened  furlong  spreading  wide  ;— 
Sad  fruit  of  storms  !  that,  from  their  caves  set  free, 
To  mar  the  snff 'ring  land,  ransack'd  the  harass'd  sea  ! 
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V. 


A  slender  turf  the  sandy  surface  veils, 
Whose  filmy  coat  a  scanty  pasture  kriows ; 
But  ah  !  the  feeble  cov'ring  ill  conceals 
The  wreck  of  matters  over  which  it  grows  : — 
Oft,  when  the  Northern  gale  with  fury  blows, 
Are  seen  the  sad  remains  of  former  years  ; 
And,  as  the  shifting  sands  the  scene  unclose, 
Some  ancient  buried  edifice  appears, — 
Vestige  of  ruin'd  towns,  and  source  of  future  fears ! 


vr, 


Yet  not  the  horrors  of  the  rock-bound  shore 
The  philosophic  wand'rer  can  alarm, 
While,  bent  its  varied  wonders  to  explore, 
In  ev'ry  dreadful  form  he  finds  a  charm : 
Shelter'd  from  all  of  elemental  harm, 
With  fearful  pleasure,  yet  in  grateful  pride, 
He  scales  the  slipp'ry  crag; — with  nervous  arm 
Scrambles  along  the  rock's  deep-fretted  side, 
And  hears  around  him  roar  the  heavy-weltering  tide  ! 


» 
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VII. 

On  Perran  Beach,* — though  far  within  the  land 
The  reckless  storm  halh  mnde  its  fury  known, 
And  sprinkled  o'er  its  loftiest  hills  the  sand 
From  fractur'd  shells  and  pounded  pebbles  thrown  ;— 
Oft,  while  fierce  Aquilon  has  wildly  blown, 
And  awful  roll'd  the  errnine-border'd  wave, 
I've  seen  a  cheerful  band,  to  pleasure  prone, 
Spread  their  white  tent  beside  some  scooping  cave, 
And  sit,  well  pleas'd,  to  hear  the  angry  billows  rave. 


VIII. 

And  oft — unmindful  of  the  ocean's  rage, 
That  bellow'd  hoarsely  o'er  the  sandy  plain, — 
Have  I  observ'd  them  fearlessly  engage 
The  threat'ning  dangers  of  th'  impending  main, 
And  headlong  press — though  show'rs  of  foamy  rain 
Descending  thick,  their  ardour  might  delay,— 
Anxious  who  first  should  with  the  waves  maintain 
The  daring  conflict ; — pierce  the  liquid  way, 
And,  rising  far  remote,  on  the  charm'd  waters  play  ! 
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IX. 

Yet  one  there  was  amidst  the  joyous  band, 
Who,  all  unskill'd  to  cleave  the  potent  tide, 
Preferr'd,  contemplative,  to  roam  the  strand ; 
Or  mark  the  lofty  cavern,  op'ning  wide 
Its  rifted  jaws;  or  in  its  gloom  to  'bide, 
And  ocean's  rude  deposits  there  explore ; — 
To  note  the  various  shells  that  deck'd  its  side ; 
Or  trace  the  fearful  arch  impending  o'er ; 
Or  in  its  echoes  list  the  breakers'  distant  roar ! 


X. 


If  beetling  cliffs,  array'd  in  sable  gray, 
Pierced  with  huge  apertures,  can  feast  the  mind; — 
If  winding  caves,  that  never  knew  the  day ; — 
If  rugged  blocks,  from  lofty  capes  disjoined 
By  dread  convulsion,  or  the  lawless  wind, — 
Have  pow'r  to  please  the  breast  that  Genius  warms  ; 
These,  and  a  thousand  ocean-charms  'twill  find, 
Where  Perran  beach,  expanding  to  the  storms, 
Displays  its  ample  breast,  fraught  with  tremendous  forms. 
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XI. 


Hard  by,  St.  Agnes,  long  and  justly  fam'd 
For  deep-wrought  labours  of  the  miner's  art, 
Presents  her  petty  bay;  and  though  unnam'd 
Amongst  the  terms  that  mark  the  seaman's  chart,  z 
The  rocks  immense  that  frowu  on  ev'ry  part 
I  Excite  a  shudd'ring  joy, — a  pleasing  dread  ; 
And  Admiration  of.,  with  anxious  start 
Beholds  the  fearful  piles  around  her  spread, 
And  the  more  awful  cliffs  dark  low'ring  over  head ! 


Sit. 

Here,  on  the  summit  of  a  lofty  mound, 
That  high  above  the  rest  its  forehead  rears ; 
Whose  hoary  brow,  majestically  crown'd 
By  some  rude  monument  of  ancient  years, 
Still  in  fantastic  reverence  appears  ;— 
The  war-pile — rais'd  in  that  eventful  time 
When  Gallic  treach'ry  bath'd  a  world  in  tears, — 
Lifted  its  warning  head,— erect — sublime  ;— 
Waiting  the  Gaul's  descent— his  last  and  rashest  crira*'! 
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XIII. 

And  well  I  ween,  had  HE,  whose  lawless  sway 
Depopulated  Europe  long  shall  rue, 
Here  dar'd  to  trace  his  devastating  way, 
And  call'd  the  beacon's  flashing  fires  to  view,— 
He  had  but  kindled,  when  his  brand  he  drew,-* 
His  fun'ral  pyre  :  Indignant  British  pride, 
And  British  loyalty,  for  ever  true, 
Had  chas'd  his  recreant  legions  far  and  wide, 
Or  hurl'd  them  headlong  down  our  rocks'  exulting  side. 

XIV, 

But  fav'ring  Heav'n,  far  from  our  happy  shore 
Decreed  the  thunderbolts  of  war  to  fly ; 
And  fix'd  at  WATERLOO  the  fateful  hour 
Of  Usurpation,  stain  tl  with  ev'ry  dye 
Of  crimson  guilt :  Behold  where  waves  on  high 
The  Victor-Cross  !  The  quiv'ring  eagle  cow'rs  ! 
Hark  !  Heard  you  not  the  Gauls'  despairing  cry  ? 
Vainly  they  run  !  The  storm  of  vengeance  show'rs 
Pestruction  in  their  rear,  and  all  their  host  devours ! 
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XV, 

Then  blaz'd  our  fires  triumphal, —  to  the  sky 
Imparting  Victory's  extatic  glow ; — 
The  kindling  clouds  confess'd  the  ardent  dye, 
And  shar'd  it  with  the  heaving  waves  below ! 
And  well  might  Britain's  joy  unbounded  flow ; 
And  well  might  Europe  join  with  glad  acclaim 
Her  ardent  shouts  ;  for  ne'er  vindictive  foe 
To  scourge  mankind  with  greater  evils  came, 
Nor  his  malignant  ends  pursued  with  deadlier  aim ! 

XVI. 

Westward  from  where  St.  Agnes'  cliffs  ascend, 
Tehidy's  spacious  fabric  meets  the  view : 
Around,  majestic  trees  their  foliage  blend, 
And  to  the  meditative  mind'renew 
An  Eden's  charms :  So,  in  proportions  due, 
Amidst  a  wild,  the  primal  garden  stood : 
Pleas'd  Fancy  lingers  'midst  the  varied  hue 
That  tints  the  sombre,  venerable  wood — 
Reliev'd  by  distant  hills,  and  'liven'd  by  the  flood ! 
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XVII. 

Tbe  mansion,  from  Cornubian  quarries  wrought, 
Compact  and  square,  shews  a  becoming  pride ; 
While  the  pavilions,  near  each  angle  brought, 
With  high  importance  grace  the  scene  beside. 
The  open,  verdant  lawn,  expanding  wide ; — 
The  rich  plantations  of  deciduous  trees ;•— • 
And  all  that  Cultivation's  art  has  tried 
To  clothe  the  land,  and  ward  the  biting  breeze,-— 
Proclaim  Tehidy's  Park  the  seat  of  tasteful  ease. 


XVIII, 

Yet,  ere  we  leave  the  bleak,  impressive  shore, 
Attend !  my  Muse ;  and  let  thy  song  display 
The  spot,  where,  rudely  pil'd  in  masses  hoar, 
Tintagers  moss-clad  fragments  slow  decay  : 
The  theme  may  well  awhile  thy  flight  delay, 
For  deep  it  stauds  combin'd  with  tales  of  yore; 
And  how  the  Briton  fought  in  former  day. 
To  keep  the  fierce  invader  from  the  shore ; 
With  feats  now  only  known  in  legendary  lore. 
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XIX. 

Nigh  where  Bossiney's  humble  roofs  arise 
Amidst  a  chilling  landscape,  bleak  and  drear ; 
An  islet,  clad  in  Terror's  darkest  guise, 
{Stands,  champion  of  the  cliffs  that  threaten  near. 
Danger  and  death  on  ev'ry  side  appear : 
For  there,  the  precipice  o'erhangs  the  wave ; 
Here,  fretted  rocks  their  pointed  summits  rear, 
And  menace  ruin  and  a  wat'ry  grave 
To  him  who  rashly  dares  their  steep  ascent  to  bra?e ! 


XX. 


Beneath,  a  dreary  passage,  to  the  flood 
Expands  its  dreadful  jaws  ;  and  when  the  tide 
Rolls  fiercely  inward  in  tempestuous  mood, 
Through  the  dark  chasm  the  bounding  waters  glide 
With  rush  impetuous  :  Scarce  the  rocky  side 
That  in  rough  concert  thunders  to  the  sound,— 
Scarce  the  adjoining  crags  the  crash  can  'bide, — 
When  Ocean,  boiling  to  his  depths  profound, 
Sends  his  tremendous  hosts  to  shake  the  trembling  ground  • 
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XXI. 

On  this  dread  site,  and  o'er  its  fearful  head, 
Whose  eminence  might  wreck  the  strongest  brain 
To  view  the  little  barks  at  distance  spread,— 
Like  shells,  thin  scatter' d  o'er  the  wide-stretch'd  main 
Horrific  walls  still  threat,  and  not  in  vain, 
The  bold  advent' rer  daring  to  explore 
This  wild  display  of  Desolation's  reign  : 
For,  whilst  around  eternal  surges  roar, 
jPerils,  in  rudest  forms,  invest  him  on  the  shore ! 


XXIL 

PilM  on  each  haggard  cliff's  extremes!  verge, 
Buildings  of  date  unknown  affright  the  eye ; 
Some  from  the  unexpected  nook  emerge, 
Some  boldly  brave  th'  artill'ry  of  the  sky  7 
And  there,  through  walls  still  terrible  and  high, 
Where  chilly  winds  with  mournful  whistlings  sweep, 
The  lofty  portals  still  we  may  descry1 
( Though  now  unpass'd,  save  by  unconscious  sheep ) 
And  wrecks  of  dreadful  strength,  that  mark'd  the  dungeon-keep ! 
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XXIII. 

Hard  was  his  mournful  lot,  and  sad  to  tell, 
Who,  when  dominion  rul'd  with  sway  severe, 
Was  fated  on  this  lonely  rock  to  dwell , 
And  waste  his  lingering  days  in  sorrow  here  !  * 
In  vain,  alas!   he  shed  th'  incessant  tear; 
In  vain  on  home-born  joys  his  mem'ry  cast 
A  retrospective  glance ; — when  lost,  more  dear 
He  felt  their  worth  ;— remembrance  of  the  past 
Embitt'ring  ev'ry  thought,  breath'd  madness  on  the  last !  . 


XXIV. 

Nought  might  he  hear  but  the  loud  blust'ring  wind ; 
Nought  view,  but  the  commotions  of  the  sea  ;— 
Or  should  he,  haply,  with  an  ardent  mind 
That  dares  do  all  in  quest  of  liberty, 
Succeed,  awhile,  to  range  the  islet  free—- 
What were  his  fate  ? — a  wretched  captive  still ! 
Those  crags,  relentless,  bar  the  pow'r  to  flee ; 
Useless  is  enterprize,  though  join'd  with  skill, 
Where  each  uncertain  step  may  plunge  in  cureless  ill ! 
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XXV. 

But  yet,  not  alway  to  the  voice  of  woe 
Those  piles,  now  nodding  to  their  final  fall- 
Have  echoed ;  not  the  deep-drawn  sob  and  slow 
Alone  has  pass'd  along  the  dreary  wall : 
The  legendary  scroll  can  still  recall 
Older  and  happier  times,  and  proudly  boast 
When  here  Cornubia's  Princes  bade  the  hall 
Resound  the  wassail  of  their  nuni'rous  host, 
Though  all  the  scene  around  in  clouds  and  storms  were  lost. 


XXVI. 

And  here,  if  ancient  tales  may  be  believ'd, 
That  val'rous  King,  the  British  Worthy  hight,  5 
His  mystic  birth  and  wondrous  pow'rs  receiv'd 
To  fit  him  as  the  most  celebrious  knight 
( Gentle  in  courtesy  and  fierce  in  fight) 
Of  those — the  glory  of  chivalric  days—- 
Who round  his  festive  board  maintain'd  their  right, 
And  sought  their  noblest  monuments  to  raise, 
JJy  daring  deeds  of  arms,  transcending  modern  praise ! 
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XXVII. 

The  philosophic  Merlin,— whose  deep  ken 
Of  Nature's  secret  laws, — whose  counsels  sage, 
Excited  superstitious  dread  iu  men 
Rear'd  in  the  darkness  of  an  iron  age,— 
Receiv'd  him  to  his  charge ; — a  humble  page, 
Long  time  he  trod  the  vale  in  menial  guise, 
Till  martial  fame  awoke  his  gen'rous  rage ; 
To  joust  or  tournament  the  stripling  flies, 
Till  Britain's  crown  fulfils  his  high-wrought  destinies. 


XXVIII. 

Long  were  the  task  his  matchless  deeds  to  tell, 
To  shew  the  wonders  by  his  valour  wrought, 
To  point  the  fields  where  vanquished  Saxons  fell 
And  rued  the  day  when  they  with  Arthur  fought;— 
Another  theme  is  mine ; — yet  oft  as  Thought 
On  those  dread  piles  revolves,  long-vanish'd  years 
( Before  the  view  in  soft  connexion  brought ) 
Dimly  reveal  the  hero; — be  appears  : 
And  Arthur's  fame  in  ev'ry  sighing  breeze  she  hears. 
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XXIX. 

Nor  distant  is  the  spot,  if  right  I  ween, 
Where, — lawless  love  and  civil  strife  to  quell,— 
To  save,  at  once,  his  kingdom  and  his  queen, 
The  monarch  in  the  lap  of  Vict'ry  fell. 
Cambuld's  stream  6  ( as  old  traditions  tell  J 
Witness'd  the  memorable,  dire  affray  ; 
Yet  though  the  Fates  had  sounded  Arthur's  kn«li, 
Stern  Justice  rul'd  on  that  eventful  day, 
Aad  Modred's  rebel-blood  did  well  his  crimes  repay- 


XXX. 

Ah  me !  on  what  an  unsubstantial  base 
That  warrior  fondly  hopes  his  praise  to  frame, 
Who  deems  that  after-ages  will  retrace 
To  Time's  last  date,  the  honours  of  his  name, 
And  pledge  his  memory  with  loud  acclaim,— 
If  Heav'n-born  Art  do  not  his  deeds  prolong- ; 
If  Sculpture's  forms  embody  not  his  fame ; 
If  Painting's  skill  do  not  the  canvas  throng, 
And  mute  be  to  his  praise  the  living  soul  of  Son** 
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XXXI. 

The  Grecian  bard,  in  lays  divinely  bold, 
The  story  of  Pelides'  worth  has  sung ; 
And  patriot-feeling  kindled  to  be  told 
How  vict'ry  from  duplicity  he  wrung : 
Though  old  the  date,  his  fame  is  ever  young  ; — 
Far-distant  generations  still  delight 
To  list  the  harp's  response  that  once  was  strung 
To  celebrate  his  wrath, — his  awful  might — 
His  prudence  in  debate — his  dreadful  povv'r  in  fight. 


xxxi  r. 

And  Grecians  sons,  though  long,  indignant,  bow'd 
Beneath  the  Saracen's  debasing  chain, 
Still  in  Achilles'  glories  dare  be  proud  ; 
Still  fondly  his  heroic  acts  retain, 
And  feel  a  rich  emotion  fire  each  vein 
Whilst  in  their  songs  at  leisure  they  recall 
(  Whether  they  plow  the  field  or  cleswe  the  main ) 
Their  chieftain's  glory, — Troy's  destructive  fall, 
And  each  high  deed  of  fame  grav'd  on  her  batter'd  wall  ! 
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XXXIII. 

But,  haply,  those  who  glide  in  yonder  bark,  t 

While  fresh' uing  breezes  urge  them  on  their  way,— 
Though  Arthur's  lofty  turrets  here  they  mark, 
Did  ne'er  the  records  of  his  acts  survey ; 
Nor  aught  have  heard  of  that  eventful  day, 
When  bold  Cornubia's  chieftain,  to  repel 
A  monarch's  lawless  fires, — in  dread  array 
Cloth'd  those  huge  piles  ; — bade  the  loud  battle  swell, 
And  ah  !  too  bravely  good,  here  fearless  fought  and  fell.  7 


XXXIV. 

But  whence  that  sound  ?  As  if  an  angel  spoke 
I  heard  the  solemn,  iuartic'Iate  roar  : 
Above  my  head  in  heavy  swell  it  broke, 
Then  died  in  murmurs  o'er  the  startling  shore  ! 
Tintagel's  low'riug  cliffs  and  turrets  hoar 
A  moment  shudder'd  ! — all  appear'd  aghast ! 
A  greater  horror  wrapt  the  castle  o'er  ; — 
Methought  pale  lightnings  through  the  gateway  pass'd, 
And  dismal  voices  shriek'd  and  howl'd  amidst  the  blast ! 
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XXXV. 

I'Tis  he  ! — the  Genius  of  the  mighty  storm  ! 
Attendant  horrors  his  approach  declare ! 
See  !  low'r ing  clouds  the  face  of  Heav'n  deforin  ; 
And  brooding  darkness  saddens  all  the  air  ! 
In  dread  succession  slanting  lightnings  glare  ! 
The  rolling  thunder  bursts !  Fierce  winds  arise  ! 
The  madd'ning  waves  delight  the  strife  to  share ; 
High  o'er  the  cliff  the  bounding  billow  flies  ; 
And  thund'ring:  waves  below  re-bellow  to  the  skies ! 


XXXVI. 

And  lo!  (heart-rending  sight ! )  on  fateful  wing, 
[Yon  lab'ring  vessel,  late  so  trim  and  gay, 
Hither,  in  haste,  the  cruel  surges  bring, — 
Here,  to  her  swift  destruction  guide  the  way ! 
Nought  can  she  turn !  Like  some  poor  hart  at  bay 
Her  deadly  foes  closely  beset  her  round  ; 
Heartless  she  flies,  for  Hope  has  fled  :  Dismay 
And  haggard  Terror  either  side  are  found; 
They  drag  her  to  the  doom  confirm'd  by  ev'ry  wound  ', 
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XXXVII. 

\ 

Whilst  raging  gales  the  harass'd  ship  impel 
Prone  on  the  rugged  cliffs  that  line  the  shore  ; 
Sadd'ning  Imagination  hears  a  knell 
In  ev'ry  bursting  wave's  horrific  roar ! 
Sick'ning  Humanity  can  bear  no  more ! 
Soon  will  the  sailors'  agonizing  cries 
Add  double  horror  to  the  storm, — before 
Too  terrible  to  view;  0 !  turn,  mine  eyes, 
And  at  the  dire  event,  soft  Pity,  sympathize  ! 


XXXVIII. 

Not  so !  for  see,  with  feelings  sweet  and  keen, 
The  veering  wind,  diverging  from  the  land, 
I  Permits  the  tatter'd  bark,  with  limping  mien 
\To  turn,  though  slowly,  from  the  cruel  strand, 
Where  Death  on  ev'ry  peak  extends  his  hand, 
Anxious  his  struggling  victims  to  enthrall 
I  see  the  scarcely-ransom'd,  busy  band 
Lighten  their  lab'ring  ship, — still  bare  to  all 
The  dangers  and  distress  that  may  their  course  befall. 
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XXXIX. 

Heav'n  shield  you,  mariners !  soon  may  the  storm 
Abate  its  horrors,  and  some  sheltering  bay 
Receive  you  to  its  breast !    If  wishes,  warm 
From  Nature's  fount,  could  speed  you  on  your  way, 
No  more  of  peril  should  your  bark  essay  j 
But  zephyr-gales  your  gentle  progress  guide 
O'er  halcyon  seas.    Yet  HE,  whom  Heav'ns  obey, 
Still  watches  o'er  you  :  O !  in  HIM  confide, 
Whose  sov'reign  nod  can  calm  the  tempest  and  the  tide  J 


END    OF   THE    THIRD    CANTO. 


CORNUBIA. 


CANTO    IV. 


*Tflf  floors. 


H  2 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Dreariness  of  the  interior  Scenery  of  Cornwall ;  which  yet 
is  rendered  interesting  by  ancient  Monuments  and  mineral  PiA- 
ductions.  St.  deer's  Cnurcb  and  Well.  The  Hurlers.  Trevethy 
Stone.  The  Cheese-Wring.  Dosmary  Pool.  The  Moors.  Roche 
Rock  and  Hermitage.  Carnbre  Hill.  The  Mine. 


CORNUBIA. 


CANTO    IV. 


THOUGH  Cornwall's  coast  display,  in  varied  forms, 
The  smile  of  Summer,  and  the  rage  of  storms ; — 
Though  here,  perennial  verdure  meet  the  eyes  ; 
And  there,  combining  cliffs  defy  the  skies ; — 
Yet  must  Veracity  this  truth  confess, 
Its  central  scene  is  rugged  barrenness  ; 
Where  scarcely  aught  awaits  th'  offended  sight, 
But  gorse-clad  moors,  and  hills  of  tiresome  height, 
Undeck'd  by  grove  or  bow'r  :   Its  sea-lav'd  sides 
A  ridge  of  long-extending  mounds  divides, 

H    3 
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But  naked  all,  and  sterile ; — to  the  eye 
Presenting  nought  but  Nature's  poverty. 
Yet,  though  the  landscape  thus  is  sad  and  drear, — 
Though  seldom  Cultivation's  charms  appear 
The  picture  to  improve, — save  where  is  seen 
The  late  inclosure,  clad  in  sickly  green, 
Which  but  contrasts  the  cheerless  heath  and  moor, 
And  shews  their  chillness  greater  than  before  : — 
Yet,  even  here,  hath  Nature, — not  unkind, 
Though  cold  her  aspect — ( as  sometimes  we  find 
A  rude  exterior  veil  a  Heav'nly  mind ) 
Such  treasures  hid,  as  justly  may  engage 
The  wonder  of  the  philosophic  sage. — 
The  higher  hills,  that  bear  a  granite  brow, 
In  precious  min'ral  stores  abound  below, 
And  hence  Cornubia's  sons  incessant  raise 
The  ores  that  speak  the  county's  sterling  praise. 
I  Tin, — which,  when  from  its  kindred  rock  disjoin'd, 
And  by  a  varied  process  well  refin'd, 
Glitters  in  silver  pride — amidst  the  ground 
In  masses  rich  and  numerous  is  found ; 
And,  with  a  ruby  glance,  from  clayey  bed, 
|See  native  copper  smile  in  blushing  red. 
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Diverging  hence, — where  lesser  hills  arise, 
The  frequent  mine  invites  the  traveler's  eyes, 
Where  rich  varieties  of  fossil  worth 
Daily  are  to  the  wondering  view  brought  forth. 
— Oft,  too,  as  o'er  th'  extended  wild  we  gaze, 
The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  days, — 
(  Rear'd  iu  those  times  ere  Science  yet  had  birth,— 
When  rugged  Nature  sway'd  alone  the  earth, ) 
Shall  we  explore ;  while  Admiration,  bending 
In  fix'd  attention,  to  each  form  is  lending 
Fancy's  fantastic  robes ; — pleas'd  to  display 
Visions  that  Genius  kindles  to  survey. 

These  be  our  present  theme :  And  ye  who  best 
Have  mark'd  the  features  of  Cornabia's  breast, — 
Judge  if  the  Muse,  unequally  recite 
The  novel  subjects  that  inspire  her  tli^ht, 
As,  in  a  lay  irregularly  be  Id, 
She  seeks  those  various  prospects  to  unfold. 

See  where  St.  Clecr  displays  her  sacred  dome, —  l 
St.  Cleer,  the  British  antiquarian's  home  ; 
Where — though  rto  fresh 'uing  verdure  smile  around— 
On  ev'ry  rocky  eminence  is  found 
(Unmarr'd  by  Art)  Invention's  rudest  forms, 
Craving,  in  naked  strength,  the  fiercest  storms. 
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The  handsome  edifice — remotely  plac'd, 
In  lonely  pomp,  aiiiidst  the  stony  waste, — 
With  high-aspiring  tow'r,  by  Sculpture  deck'd, 
From  Virtue  as  from  Science  claims  respect. 
Not  distant  far,—  sequester'd  in  a  dell — 
In  silence  flows  the  sainted  Virgin's  well,  2 
Erewhile — in  days  of  monkish  falsehood, — fam'd 
For  virtues  rich  as  e'er  by  spring  were  claim'd. 
Its  qualities — (so  ran  the  priestly  strain)— 
Could  banish  mental  or  corporeal  pain  ; 
And,  influenced  by  ghostly  fathers'  charm, 
Deprive  malignant  sprites  of  pow'r  to  harm  ! 
Though  now — dispeli'd  by  pure  Religion's  beam — 
The  boast  be  justly  held  an  idle  dream, 
And,  stript  of  Superstition's  artful  tale, 
The  desecrated  fount  unhonour'd  wail ; — 
The  ivied  wall,  and  cross  of  stone,  that  show 
Where,  still,  its  cool,  translucid  waters  flow, 
At  once  shall  draw  the  sigh  and  wreathe  the  smile, 
For  man's  credulity,  and  popish  guile  ! 

Yonder,  the  Hurlers*  intercircling  rings  3 
Of  rude  stone  pillars — ( wildr  misshapen  things  !) 
Perplex  the  prying  antiquarian  brain 
Their  former  name  and  nature  to  explain, 
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Near  these,  Trtvethy's  lone,  funereal  slone  * 
I  The  burial-place  of  Cornwall's  king  makes  known  : 
Its  granite  substance,  and  its  cromlech  form, 
Have  long,  uninjur'd,  mock'd  the  ruthless  storm, 
And,  haply,  shall  to  distant  years  proclaim 
The  monarch's  fate,  although  it  shroud  his  fame. 
Hard  by, — expos'd  upon  a  barren  hill, 
Whose  brow  and  sides  rough  rocky  masses  fill, — 
The  Wring — in  figure  an  inverted  cone—  3 
Stands  bleak  and  high  ; — of  origin  unknown  !  - 
No  human  pow'rs  ( while  yet  machin'ry's  aid 
Slept  in  the  gloom  of  intellectual  shade) 
Could  raise  those  blocks, — so  ponderous  and  vast, 
With  such  precision,  to  defy  the  blast ; 
And  in  what  mood  was  Nature  when  she  deign'd 
The  pile  to  rear,  has  Science  not  explain'd. 
Eight  massy  stones  the  spreading  heap  compost?, 
Rudely  increasing,  these,  and  less'ning  those. 
Small  rocks,  that  seem  unequal  to  the  freight, 
Supporting  others  of  superior  weight 
And  more  enlarg'd  dimensions,  fill  the  mind 
With  admiration  and  affright  combin'd, 
As  the  o'erhanging  masses,  stretching  wide, 
Appear  to  threaten  ruin  either  side. 
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Six  times  the  heig'it  of  man  the  pile  ascends : 
And  as  the  top-stone  o'er  the  summit  bends, 
Alarm'd  Imagination  hears  the  sound 
That  brings  the  crashing  burden  to  the  ground. 
Vain  fear !  What  though  its  lofty  brow,  uneven, 
Appear  to  totter  to  the  breath  of  Heav'ii, 
Compression  binds  its  strength  :  Here  bulk  resists 
O'erbearing  breadth  ;   and  thus,  th'  antagonists, 
Exerting,  either  side,  a  strong  controul, 
Consolidate  and  duly  poise  the  whole: — 
Firm  as  a  rock  on  earth's  foundations  bas'd, 
Remains  this  nat'ral  wonder  of  the  waste ! 

West' ring  from  this, — inclos'd  'mid  heath-clad  hills, 
That  in  its  bason  pour  their  petty  rills, 
And  thus,  to  musing  Contemplation  show 
What  great  effects  from  trivial  springs  may  flow, — 
Expanding  o'er  a  hollow,  wide  and  deep, 
Dosmary's  sluggish,  sullen  waters  sleep,  6 
And,  by  their  torpid  state  and  chilly  air, 
The  baneful  force  of  Indolence  declare. 
Yet  oft, —  (as  animation  warms  the  breast 
When,  all  fatigued,  the  body  lies  at  rest  )— 
Though  its  smooth  fare  no  sign  of  motion 
( Uuchang'd  by  lunar  sv.  ay  to  high  or  low ) 
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Amidst  the  pool,  bright  gleaming  to  the  day, 
Swift-darling  eels  their  silver  coats  display, 
And  tempt  the  angler,  with  a  patient  hand, 
And  fraudful  hook,  beside  its  marge  to  stand; 
Whence — from  th'  abundant  waters  well  supply'd, 
As  to  the  baited  snare  his  victims  glide, — 
Returning,  he  enjoys  the  luscious  treat, 
By  wholesome  exercise  made  doubly  sweet. 

Extending  wide,  where  roams  the  eye  around, 
In  dull  monotony  the  Moors  are  found 
Vestur'd  in  dwarfish  heath  :  Yet  not  this  scene 
(  Albeit  unenrich'd  with  pastures  green ) 
Lacks  total  int'rest :  Often  to  the  view 
The  distant,  lofty  hill,  with  summit  blue, 
And  rugged  granite  torrs,  is  seen  to  rise  ; — 
Faintly  discern'd  amidst  incumbent  skies. 
Here  oft, — with  mingling  noise  of  houud  and  horn 
Startling  the  calm  of  meditative  morn, — 
|To  chase  the  timid  hare,  the  coursing  (:ain 
On  flying  steeds  rush  o'er  th'  elastic  plain  ; 
And  thus,  by  acts  of  manly  skill,  ensure 
Health  like  llieir  native  breezes,  strong  and  pure. 
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Uorljc  lioffc  ana  ?IK  tmttagc, 
i. 

Nigh  where  majestic  Hensb'rough  stands,  — 
The  pride  of  Cornish  mounds  ; 

From  which  th'  astonish'd  eye  commands 
A  scene  that  scarce  knows  bounds  :— 

2. 

Uprising  from  a  barren  heath,  — 
Abrupt,  and  vast,  and  high  ; 

Roche  Rock  7  surveys  the  ground  beneath 
With  cold,  unkindred  eye. 

3. 

Amidst  a  wild  and  moss-clad  waste 
His  granite  brow  ascends  ; 

And  o'er  the  plain,  by  flow'r  ungraced, 
A  lengthening  shadow  lends. 

4. 

And  Science  long  shall  wond'ring  seek 
How,  —  bare  to  ev'ry  storm  — 

On  earth  as  unallied  as  bleak, 
Arose  its  stranger-form. 
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5. 

Projecting  o'er  the  rock's  rough  side, 
With  plain,  yet  graceful  brow ; 

An  ancient  tow'r,  in  lonely  pride, 
Nods  to  the  waste  below. 

6. 

Besieg'd  by  elemental  wars, — 
To  ev'ry  blast  a  prey, 

The  fabric  shews  the  num'rous  scars 
Of  Time  and  slow  decay. 

7. 

Its  roof,  its  casement,  and  its  doors, 
Have  yielded  to  the  storm  ; — 

Wild  as  the  wide-surrounding  moors, 
It  stands,  a  ruin'd  form. 


The  rank  grass  wavers  o'er  its  walls ; 
Its  base  is  fill'd  with  weeds ; — 

Yet  there  no  loathsome  vermin  crawls, 
No  pois'nous  reptile  breeds : 
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9. 

Tis  silent  all,  and  lone  as  death, 
Save  when  the  rising  gale 

Indignant  howls,  with  hollow  breath, 
And  dares  the  pile  assail. 

10. 

Yet  still  enough  remains  to  tell 
What  name  the  building  bore ; — 

Beneath,  a  hermit's  lonely  cell,-— 
A  mould'ring  chapel  o'er. 

11. 

Still,  peering  through  its  eastern  side 
The  arching  window's  seen  ;— 

Beneath  the  op'ning  that  supplied 
A  feeble  ray  within. 

12. 

And  here,  of  old, — the  world  shut  out— 
A  holy  man  retir'd, 

And,  by  austerities  devout, 
A  sainted  fame  acquir'd. 
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13. 

Seldom  he  left  his  lonely  cell 
To  pace  the  neighb'ring  wild ; 

Content,  in  solitude  to  dwell, — 
To  mis'ry  reconcil'd. 

14. 

Yet  oft,  at  midnight's  solemn  hour, 
When  Nature  lay  asleep ; 

He  climb'd  his  isolated  tow'r 
To  watch,  and  pray,  and  weep : 

15. 

And  deem'd  the  world  and  all  its  toys 
Well  lost,  so  he  might  find, 

'Midst  Contemplation's  sober  joys, 
The  sunshine  of  the  mind 


16. 

The  hermit  sleeps  in  his  clayey  bed, 
His  name,  his  date  unknown ; 

Unmark'd  the  spot  where  rests  his  head,— 
Unhonour'd  by  a  stone : 
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17. 

But  Fancy  shall  his  form  recall,  — 
His  penitence  severe  ; 

While  Pity  o'er  his  woes  lets  fall 
The  sympathetic  tear. 


i. 

But  see  !  where  rising  o'er  the  barren  waste, 
Rob'd  in  the  dun  array  of  ancient  years,  — 

Its  hoary  brow  with  sacred  relics  graced, 
Carnbre's  majestic  outline  dim  appears  ! 

II. 

Who  has  not  heard  the  aged  mountain's  fame  ? 
Who,  when  of  Druid  rites  and  legends  grey 

The  story  ran,  expected  not  the  name 
(  To  crown  the  whole  )  of  reverend  Carnbre  r 

III. 

Record  of  distant  ages  !  which  nor  Time 
Nor  vandal  foe  can  of  thy  trust  despoil  ; 

Doom'd  to  preserve,  on  thy  tall  brow  sublime, 
Each  monument  of  ancient  British  toil  : 


iv. 
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IV. 

The  altar, — fortress— and  the  rock-made  grave, 
Where — ere  the  torch  of  Truth  its  light  disphty'd— 

The  priest,  philosopher,  and  warrior  brave 
Their  precepts  issued,  and  their  pow'rs  array'd: 

V. 

Thee  let  me  visit  oft ;  and  whilst  I  wind 
Around  thy  mossy  cairns  and  craggy  steeps ; 

In  pensive  musings  sadly  call  to  mind 
The  mystic  age  that  now  in  darkness  sleeps. 


VI. 

Though,  from  the  dizzy  height  and  fearful  wild 
Where  nods  thy  mould'ring  castle,  proudly  rais'd 

On  shapeless  rocks,  in  dread  disorder  pil'd,— 
Long  is  the  lapse  since  kindling  beacons  blaz'd : 

VII. 

Though  now,  no  more,  to  thy  unsculptur'd  cairn 
The  martial  youth  delights  to  bend  his  way ; 

Anxious  from  vet'ran  lips  th'  exploits  to  learn 
Of  those  who  conquer' d  on  some  glorious  day : 
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VIII. 

Though  thy  deracinated  oaks  no  more 
Shelter  grim  Incantation's  wizard  band  ; 

And  heath  and  shrubs  possess  the  place,  of  yore 
Where  consecrated  groves  were  wont  to  stand  ; 

IX. 

Though  the  dim  mantle  of  departed  years 
Wrap  ev'ry  feature  in  a  mournful  gloom  ; 

And  o'er  each  desolated  spot  appears 
A  sacred  awe—  congenial  to  the  tomb  : 

X. 

Yet,  oft  as  Genius  shall  have  pow'r  to  stray,— 
From  worldly  cares  and  sordid  int'rests  free  ; 

Shall  he,  o'erjoy'd,  his  constant  visit  pay- 
Mountain  of  Druid  eminence  !  to  thee. 

XI. 

Ha  !  while  I  speak,  before  my  wond'rkig  eyes 
Visions  of  ages  far  remote  unfold  ;  — 

Long,  tufted  groves,  in  solemn  grandeur  rise, 
And  all  the  mount  assumes  its  boasts  of  old  ' 
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XII. 

Slowly  advancing  from  their  rocky  cells, 
Appear  the  venerable  priestly  train ; —  •» 

A  solemn  silence  on  the  mountain  dwells, 
And  holy  Terror  there  asserts  her  reign, 

XIII. 

In  sad  procession,  'neath  their  rev'rend  oaks, 
With  downcast  eyes  they  bend  their  pensive  way, 

To  where  their  chief,  whose  care  their  aid  convokes, 
Sees  them  prepar'd  his  edicts  to  obey. 

XIV. 

Behold  the  gorseddau,  the  hallow'd  place 
Whence  the  Arch-Druid,  in  pontific  state, 

(Soften'd  by  Age  and  Learning's  winning  grace ) 
Was  wont  to  utter  the  behests  of  Fate. 

XV. 

The  sacred  eminence  he  now  ascends, 
( His  silver  beard  streams  loosely  to  the  wind ) 

Awhile  in  silent  meditation  bends, 
Then  thus  reveals  the  workings  of  his  mind : 


*  2 
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XVI. 

"  Ye  pious  brothers !  share  the  heart-felt  griei 
"  That  rends  this  aged  breast,  while  I  declare 

"  A  tale  of  horror  that  derides  relief, — 
"  Of  woes  in  which  we  claim  an  equal  share, 

XVII. 

..'*  The  gods,  whom  we  so  often  have  invok'd 
"  Neglect  our  pray*rs  !  No  more  'tis  mine  to  hear 

"  ( While  all  the  world  around  by  Night  is  cloak'd ) 
**  Their  soft-breathed  oracles  direct  mine  ear ! 

XVIII. 

"  See !  even  He  that  rales  the  cheerful  day, 
"  In  clouds  withdrawing,  shrouds  his  courted  smil*  !— 

"  His  sister-light  lends  but  a  useless  ray 
"  To  aid  us  in  the  night's  laborious  toil ! 

XIX. 

*'  In  vain,  on  other  pow'rs  that  blaze  around, 
"  For  their  celestial  influence  I  call ;  8 

"  No  voice,  no  sign,  no  mild  response  is  found;— 
"  Motions  inscrutable  direct  them  all ! 
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XX. 

"  Methought, — as  late,  within  my  cavern'd  home, 
"  While  Sleep's  soft  influence  seal'd  each  other  eye,— 

'*  I  gave  ray  thoughtful  view  at  large  to  roam 
"  Amidst  the  sparkling  wonders  of  the  sky : 

XXI. 

"  Bright,  in  the  East,  a  stranger-star  appear'd; 
"  And  o'er  th'  expanse  diffus'd  so  sweet  a  ray, 

*'  That  Heav'n  and  earth  were  by  its  lustre  cheer'd, 
'*  While  fainter  fires,  unheeded,  died  away ! 

XXII. 

"  I  mark'd  it  long,  and  deem'd  some  other  pow'r 
"  Amongst  the  gods  was  born ;  a  kindling  flame 

"  Inclin'd  my  breast,  admiring,  to  adore 
"  Tlie  beauteous  form,  although  unknown  his  name : 

XXIII. 

'*  When  lo !  transforming  to  a  sanguine  Cross 
"  O'er  all  the  world  he  pour'd  so  rich  a  light,— 

"  Though  fled  each  other  beam,  none  mark'd  the  loss, 
"  But  joyful  nations  hail'd  the  welcome  sight ! 
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XXIV. 

"  What  this  may  mean,  I  know  not :  If  no  more 
"  'Tis  ours  to  hold  high  converse  with  the  sky  ; — 

"  If  vainly  on  the  starry  frame  we  pore, 
"  Or  seek  in  Nature's  secret  laws  to  pry  ;— 

XXV. 

"  If  so  the  gods,  in  wrath  severe,  decree, — 
"  Against  their  will  'twere  madness  to  rebel ; 

"  But  that  our  hapless  eyes  such  days  should  see 
"  Dilates  my  breast  with  agonizing  swell. 

XXVI. 

*'  If  aught  in  me  the  pow'rs  supreme  offend, 
"  And  my  unconscious  faults  their  justice  note, 

"  A  willing  victim,  at  their  shrines  I  bend— 
"  A  cheerful  sacrifice  myself  devote. 

XXVII. 

<£  Fain  would  I  yet  one  final  effort  make, 
M  Our  sacred  rites  and  customs  to  revive,— 

**  This  lethargy  from  Nature's  pow'rs  to  shake* 
"  And  bring  her  wonted  energies  alire. 
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XXVIII. 

"  But  where  a  suited  victim  shall  we  find, 
*'  Proud  to  obtain  a  patriot-martyr's  crown  ? 

"  Lo!  foreign  lords  our  wills  and  actions  bind, 
"  And  blood  unpaid  excites  the  Heav'ns'  dire  frown  f 

XXIX. 

"  Ah  !  even  now  at  distance  I  behold, 
*"'  As  on  they  march  in  terrible  display  ; 

"  Rome's  conqu'ring1  legions  their  wide  hosts  unfold, 
*{  While  Britons  feebly  struggle,  and  obey  ! 

XXX. 

"  Hither  they  come !  this  last,  remote  retreat 
*'  Of  British  worship,  rudely  to  invade : 

"  Soon  by  the  trampling  of  unhallow'd  feet, 
"  Shall  foul  Pollution  all  its  glories  shade  ! 

XXXI. 

"  And  soon  I  dread  to  hear, — beneath  the  stroke 
"  Of  hostile  implements, — successive  fall 

"  Each  sacred,  misletoe-invested  oak, 
*'  While  Ruin's  plough-share  fiercely  levels  all ! 
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XXXII. 

*'  No  more  the  altar,  nor  the  hero's  grare, 
"  ( Rev'renced  so  long )  shall  awful  homage  claim  : 

"  When  o'er  their  heads  yon  branches  cease  to  wave, 
"  What  shall  preserve  their  honours  or  their  fame  ? 

XXXIII. 

"  Fly,  brothers,  fly !  These  rocks  no  aid  afford  ; 
"  In  flight,  alone,  is  found  your  safest  course ; 

"  When  Pow'r  invincible  displays  the  sword, 
"  Justice  and  Right  must  bow  before  its  force." 

XXXIV. 

Yes !  all  are  fled !  The  priests,  the  groves,  no  more 
Can  fond  Imagination  feign  to  see  ; 

Carnbre  presents  his  summit*  wild  and  hoar, 
In  all  its  pative,  dreary  majesty  ! 

XXXV. 

Yet  let  not  Rome  the  indignation  bear 
Of  patriot-warm tli,  although  her  hardy  bands 

( Urg'd  by  Ambition  )  here  she  sent,  to  dare 
Our  sires  to  combat  with  unequal  hands. 
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XXXVI. 

Conquest  before  them  strode,  but  in  their  rear — 
( Where,  now,  such  gen'rous  victors  shall  we  find  ?  } 

The  gentler  forms  of  Knowledge  lov'd  t'  appear : — 
She  bow'd  the  body  but  enlarg'd  the  mind. 

XXXVII. 

Hence  Britain,  now  alike  in  arms  and  arts 
Pre-eminent,  outrivals  Roman  fame ; 

Justice  directs  her  sword,  and  grateful  hearts 
Of  ransom'd  myriads  joia  to  praise  her  name  ! 


If  still-life  scenes  too  long  the  eye  engage; 
If  cold  it  wander  o'er  the  faithful  page 
Where  nought  of  beauty  may  adorn  the  song, 
But  forms  uncouth  in  changeful  numbers  throng ; — 
Blame  not  the  Muse ;  but  rather,  justly  deem 
Her  labour  arduous  on  the  rugged  theme. 
Can  Fancy's  flow'rs  'midst  rocks  and  mountains  grow  .' 
Does  bright  Helconia  through  a  desert  flow  ?— 
Soft  scenes,  bedeck'd  in  Nature's  gay  attire, 
jKindred  emotions  ever  will  inspire ; 
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But  when,  around,  the  landscape  dreary  lies, 
The  feeling  freezes,  and  Invention  dies. 
The  faithful  Muse,  to  Nature's  aspect  true, 
Delights  each  scene  to  paint  in  genuine  hue  : 
Pursue  her  steady  course  ;  haply  thine  eye 
May  gayer  tints  and  richer  figures  spy 
(  Ere  she  the  pleasing  labour  will  resign  ) 
Where  bright  Imagination's  forms  may  shine. 
Meanwhile,  her  lay  presents  another  scene,— 
Though  vast,  not  motionless  ;  though  wild,  not  mean  ; 
O'er  which,  Cornubia's  sons  will  fondly  dwell, 
And  well  appreciate  what  she  strives  to  tell. 


Wide  spreading  o'er  an  ample  waste, 

By  Cultivation's  arts  ungraced, 

Where  nought  of  verdure  may  be  traced, 

But  all  around  is  drear; 
Distinguish'd  by  huge  heaps  of  ore, 
And  piles  of  smoke,  and  cabins  poor, 
And  vast  machin'ry's  mingled  roar,  — 
I  Behold  the  Mine  appear  ! 

$. 
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Important  scene  !     The  wand'ring  view 
Roams  restless  ;  eager  to  pursue 
Each  busy  motion, — pleasing-,  new, 

Where  all  is  cheerful  toil ; 
Where  men,  machines,  and  beasts  are  found 
\  (  While  capstans  turn,  and  wheels  resound ) 
Extracting  from  the  labour'd  ground 
The  boast  of  Cornwall's  soil ! 


III. 


1  There,  the  vast  Engine,  wrought  by  steam, 
With  massy,  ever-plying  beam, 
Raises  a  constant,  pow'rful  stream 

From  sources  full  and  deep  ; — 
Th'  awaken'd  waters,  turn'd  aside, 
Through  subterranean  channels  glide 
For  many  a  mile,  ere  to  the  tide 

They  rush  with  mazy  sweep. 


116  CORNUB1A.  CANTO  iv. 


IV. 


Here,  poud'rous  wheels,  whose  active  course 

Is  well  assur'd  by  potent  force 

Of  streams  that  boast  a  higher  source — 

Arouud,  incessant,  fly; 

J Through  long-drawn  shafts  their  pow'rs  extend ; 
They  bid  the  lower  floods  ascend, 
And  to  the  earth-clos'd  miner  lend 

A  footing  firm  and  dry. 


Before  me,  busy  groups  arfe  seen, 

Displaying  Labour's  ev'ry  mien, 

And  skill'd  the  new-rais'd  ores  to  cfean, — 

Up-piled  in  many  a  heap ; 
1  Some  pound,  some  wash,  some  sift  the  prize  ; 
And,  as  the  loaded  buckets  rise, 
Continual  tasks  their  store  supplies 

'Attention's  cares  to  keep. 
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VI. 


Ev'n  now,  the  ground  whereon  I  stand> 
And  all  the  active  scene  command, 
Haply,  below,  by  vent'rous  hand 

Is  scoop'd  in  thousand  ways ; 
}  The  deep-sunk  shaft,  expanding  wide,— 
[The  adits,  branching  from  its  side, — 
The  drifts  that  to  the  metals  guide,  * 
Declare  Adventure's  praise ! 


VII. 


But  who  would  tempt  the  depth  profound  r 
Who,  leave  the  pleasing  view  around, 
And  through  the  labyrinlhian  ground 

His  lonely  journey  take  ;— - 
Resign  the  cheerful  light  of  day, 
Plunge  into  chasms  of  grim  display, 
And,  whilst  thick  perils  line  the  way, 

Onward  his  progress  make  ? 
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VIII. 


Daring  the  deed !     Yet  Custom's  reign, 
That  bids  the  sailor  tempt  the  main, — 
The  soldier,  in  the  marshall'd  plain, 

Affront  the  shafts  of  Death  ; 
Inures  the  miner,  'midst  the  gloom 
His  daily  labours  to  resume, 
And  in  a  temporary  tomb 

Inhale  mephitic  breath  ! 


IX. 


Far  from  the  cheering  solar  beams/ 
Far  from  the  day's  unheeded  gleams,— 
Amidst  the  gush  of  ceaseless  streams 

He,  heedless,  winds  his  way; 
Nor  length  remote,  nor  depth  profound,10 
Nor  obstacles  aggroup'd  around, 
Nor  clanking  engines'  boist'rous  sound. 

His  boscm  can  dismav. 
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X. 


His  lonely  taper's  feeble  light 
Aids  him  to  guide  his  steps  aright, 
To  where  the  metal,  gleaming  bright, 

Demands  his  arduous  toil ; 
Then  clangs  the  pick ;  and  from  the  rock 
By  many  a  persevering  shock 
Dissever'd,  falls  the  massy  block 

That  bears  the  valued  spoil. 


XI. 


I  Sometimes  he  trusts  the  nitre's  pow'r  ;— 
The  charge  is  fir'd  ! — with  awful  roar 
The  mine  resounds  !  in  dreadful  show'r 

The  rattling  fragments  fly ; 
The  sluggish  airs,  condens'd  that  lay, 
And  dimm'd  his  faint  and  struggling  ray,- 
Forced  upward,  feel  the  breath  of  day 
And  kinder  pow'rs  supply. 
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XII. 


Well  skill'd  in  stone  or  clay  to  trace 
The  semblance  of  metallic  grace, 
Whose  diff 'rent  hue  proclaims  the  place 

Where  fossil  wealth  abounds ; 
Earth's  arteries  he  thus  explores ; 
And  from  her  rich  and  varied  stores, 
His  well-rais'd  hopes  of  costly  ores 

On  sure  experience  fonnds. 


XIII. 


Thus,  Skill  and  Industry  combm'd, 
Can  ever  fruitful  labours  find, 
And  cheer  the  philosophic  mind 

With  themes  of  true  delight ; 
As  from  the  bowels  of  the  land, 
With  steady  aim  and  vig'rous  hand, 
Whose  course  no  obstacles  withstand, 

They  bring;  her  wealth  in  sight. 
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XIV. 


And  hence,  Cornubia,  though  she  deem 
But  lightly  of  the  loose  esteem 
Of  flow'ry  vale  and  purling  stream, 

By  other  counties  known, — 
May  well  in  this  maintain  her  pride ; — 
Her  worth,  to  nought  extrinsic  tied, 
By  her  own  treasures  is  supplied ; — 

Rich  in  her  soil  alone ! 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH  CANTO. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

After  a  short  Proem,  complaining  of  the  Neglect  of  modern 
Genius,  the  Canto  opens  with  a  Morning  View  of  the  Mount's  Bay. 
Marazion.  St.  Michael's  Mount.  Historical  and  legendary  No- 
tices relative  to  its  Figure  and  Name.  The  Lizard.  The  Soapy 
Rock.  Kynan's  Cove.  Address  to  Nature.  The  Loe  Pool.  Pen- 
gerswick  Castle,  and  Godolphin  Hall.  Penzance,  and  the  adjacent 
Scenery.  General  Description  of  the  ancient  Monuments,  &c. 
abounding  in  the  West.  Castle  Treryn.  The  Loggan  Stone.  The 
Whitsand  Bay.  Cape  Cornwall.  Botallack  Mine.  The  Scilly 
Islands.  The  Land's  End.  Concluding  Reflections. 
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YET  once  again,  O  Muse !  assume  the  lyre : 
Yet  once  again,  with  well-attemper'd  fire, 
Waken  a  note  which  may  each  bosom  warm 
That  throbs  responsive  to  the  varied  charm 
Of  Nature,  to  Cornubia's  features  given, — 
Enchanting — awful — desolate — uneven. 
If,  as  of  these  you  sung,  the  votive  song 
Won  kind  attention  from  her  naiive  throng ; 
With  greater  int'rest  will  they  yet  attend 
The  scene  where  all  those  rival  beauties  blend  ;- 

V      ^ 
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Where,  round  the  borders  of  her  Western  Bay, 
In  rich  magnificence,  and  proud  display, 
Cornubia  concentrates  the  diff'rent  boasts 
Of  fair  or  terrible  that  mark  her  coasts. 

A  time  there  was,  in  Britain's  gen'rous  days, 
(  When  worth  was  eminence,  and  genius  praise  ) 
When  the  meek  Minstrel, — whether  he  his  way 
Pursued  by  lady's  bow'r  or  castle  grey, 
Was  sure— howe'er  his  wand'ring  feet  might  roam— 
'Neath  ev'ry  roof  to  find  a  friendly  home. 
Methinks  I  see  him,  as  he  careless  strays, 
O'er  sunny  hill,  basking  in  noon-tide  rays, 
With  lyre  across  his  shoulder  loosely  thrown  ;— - 
By  all  respected  for  his  art  alone. 
All  day  he  sits  by  some  romantic  stream, 
Indulging  Inspiration's  magic  dream ; 
Or  on  some  cliff — sequester^,  vast,  and  steep, 
Charms  by  his  strains  the  distant  murm'ring  deep. 
When  sinks  the  flaming  day-star  in  the  West, 
He  seeks, — nor  vainly — sustenance  and  rest, 
Where'er  the  smoke,  blue-rising  through  the  trees, 
Denotes  the  residence  of  rural  ease. 
Plum'd  warriors, — gentle  dames, — around  him  throng, 
And  all  the  village-train  adore  his  song: 
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Unknown  to  care  he  spends  his  blithesome  days, 

And  pays  his  entertainment  with  his  lays. 
And  still,  of  later  years,  th'  historic  page 

Proudly  records  Britain's  Augustan  age ; 

When,  though  the  MinstrePs  name  no  more  were  known, 

The  Poet  e'er  had  suited  honours  shown. 

When  those  by  Rank  and  Fortune  greatly  graced, 

But  higher  blest  by  Judgment,  Sense,  and  Taste, 

Deem'd  it  their  proudest  boast,  their  richest  treat, 

The  sons  of  Genius  in  their  halls  to  greet; 

And  rationally  all  their  pow'rs  unbend 

The  lore  of  wit  or  wisdom  to  attend; — 

Delighted,  converse  with  those  minds  to  hold, 

Rich  wrought  with  Fancy's  pow'rs  from  Nature's  mould. 

Though  fled  those  seasons,  never  to  return ; — 
Though  sordid  minds  the  claims  of  Merit  spurn ; — 
Though  scarce  a  breast  to  Feeling's  throb  be  mov'd 
Unless  the  lay  by  Fashion  be  approv'd  ;— 
Remembrance  of  respect  to  Genius  paid 
Shall  soothe  his  offspring-  in  th'  unhonour'd  shade ; 
And  Virtue's  tears  the  pleasure  shall  prolong, 
And  consecrate  the  unregarded  song. 
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The  breeze,  lightly  sweeping  the  arm  of  the  ocean 
That  circles  yon  islet,  gives  freshness  and  motion 
To  all  the  expanse  that  so  late  lay  asleep,  — 
Reflecting  the  lustre  of  Heav'n  to  the  deep. 
For  there,  when  fair  Luna,  in  chastity's  whiteness 
Call'd  forth  the  pure  stars  to  rejoice  in  her  brightness, 
The  eye  of  warm  Fancy  delighted  to  view 
Its  colours,  soft  touch'd  to  ethereal  hue  ! 
She  thought,  as  the  gaze  of  devotion  she  gave 
To  the  bright  coruscations  that  spangled  the  wave,— 
While  shadowy  vapours,  the  landscape  concealing, 
To  Extacy's  impulse  awaken'd  each  feeling,— 
That  already,  in  air,  amidst  spirits  made  holy, 
She  mov'd,  far  from  earthly  contentions  and  folly  ! 
For  so  mild  was  the  ray  that  the  Heavens  bestdw'd,  — 
So  pure  the  reflection  from  ocean  that  glow'd,— 
That  above,  and  beneath,  all  was  softness  and  pleasure, 
'Twas  silence,  and  rapture,  and  joy  beyond  measure  ! 
The  vision  is  broken  !  th'  enchantment  is  fled  ! 
The  fountain  of  light  o'er  yon  hill  lifts  his  head  ; 
And  traces,  in  characters  brilliant  and  clear, 
The  bright  truths  of  day,  which  around  me  appear. 
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Behold  the  splendid  scene !  Before  the  eye 
Prospects  so  rich  aud  variegated  lie, 
That  bounding  Fancy,  ever  prone  to  roam, 
Expatiates  wildly,  nor  can  choose  a  home  ; 
Whilst  ev'ry  object  that  salutes  the  sight 
Is  pregnant  with  the  germs  of  pure  delight ! 

Here,  the  small  town,  known  to  Phoenicians  old, 
Who  for  Cornubia's  tin  brought  wares  and  gold. 
Though  circumscribed  within  the  narrowest  bounds, 
Though  neither  trench  nor  wall  her  site  surrounds, 
To  records  most  antique  she  lays  her  claim, 
And  on  commercial  candour  builds  her  fame. 
Ah  me  !  since  here  the  Tyrian  pilot  bore 
His  rude-hewn  vessel  from  his  native  shore, 
And  taught  Britannia's  ever-vent'rous  train, 
In  quest  of  foreign  stores  to  cross  the  main  ; 
How  many  centuries  have  sunk  in  gloom, — 
How  many  generations  fill'd  the  tomb  ! 
Phoenicia !  once  th'  emporium  of  the  world, 
Where  are  the  tokens  of  thy  greatness  hurl'd  ? 
Alas  !  diminish'd  to  an  empty  name, 
Thou  but  surviv'st  upon  the  breath  of  Fame  ! 
Yet  Marazion  stands ;  and  though  no  more 
Thy  trading  vessels  anchor  round  her  shore, 
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AH  who  her  unobtrusive  features  see, 
Phoenicia !  the  memorial  trace  of  thee  ! 

Enough  of  this !  St.  Michael's  honour' d  mound, — • 
Begirt  with  rocks, — with  lofty  turrets  crown'd, 
Invites  attention.     Starting-  from  the  main, 
And  proudly  peering  o'er  the  liquid  plain  :— 
It  emblems,  to  the  contemplative  mind, 
Greatness  with  mild  benignity  combin'd. 
Its  base  is  lav'd  by  the  Atlantic  flood, 
Its  sides  still  bear  the  spoils  of  th'  ancient  wood ; 
For,  in  diverse  confusion,  ev'ry  side, 
Clumps  of  old  trees  o'erlook  the  glassy  tide. 
Tremendous  rocks,  in  wild  disorder  cast, 
Frown  o'er  its  jutting  crags,  and  mock  the  blast. 
Midway,  where  massy  piles  are  rudely  strow'd, 
A  fortress  stands  to  guard  the  rocky  road; 
And  on  the  mountain's  summit,  steep  and  high, 
Where  consecrated  turrets  pierce  the  sky, 
Embattled  walls  and  arching  casements  throw 
A  pleasing  radiance  o'er  the  scene  below. 

Cornubia's  jewel,  hail !  'Midst  waves  profound, 
Which,  like  a  silver  chasing,  set  thee  round, 
Thou  stand'st  majestic  ;  as  the  richest  gem 
That  sparkles  in  old  Ocean's  diadem. 
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Neptune  and  T«rra,  proud  to  share  thy  fame, 

To  thy  possession  urge  a  rival  claim. 
I'Tis  said  (  and  legends  prove  the  story  true ) 
»That  erst,  'midst  forest-hills  thou  cheer'dst  the  view  ; 

Thence,  proudly  looking  on  the  distant  flood, 

Flourish'd,  the  monarch  of  the  hoary  wood. 

Till,  by  a  mighty  tempest,  all  the  ground 

That  form'd  thy  vallies  lay  submerg'd  around, 

"Whilst  the  encroaching  waters  learnt  to  glide 

Through  the  new  channel,  and  reflect  thy  pride. 

Deep  frown'd  the  sky ; — the  clouds  a  deluge  pour'd : — 

Blue  lightnings  pierced  the  land; — hoarse  thunders  roar'd ; 

And  all  the  elemental  hosts,  at  war, 

Spread  consternation  and  destruction  far. 

Anon  the  tott'ring  earth  began  to  fail : — 

Down  sunk  her  wooded  slopes;  and  through  the  vale, 

Thus  rudely  form'd,  the  swelling  billows  gush'd, 

And  ev'ry  weak,  opposing  barrier,  crush'd. 

On  the  broad  main, — the  sport  of  ev'ry  blast, 

Thy  leafy  vassals  were  at  random  cast. 

The  waves,  coagulated  by  the  soil, 

No  more  amidst  the  fearful  wreck  could  toil, 

But  lagg'd  inert ;  and  doubtful  still  had  stood 

The  issue  of  the  conflict,  but  the  flood, 
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From  Ocean's  stores  with  reinforcements  plied, 
Returning  to  th'  assault,  with  furious  stride, 
Beat  down  the  last  resistance ;  and  around 
Thy  rocky  shore,  his  wat'ry  arms  he  wound ; 
Then  bade  thee  stand,  subjected  to  his  reign, — 
The  richest  islet  in  his  wide  domain. 

Thy  parent  earth,  although  the  strongest  bands 
Were  snapp'd,  that  tied  thee  to  her  sorrowing  lands  ; 
Unwilling  ev'ry  title  to  resign 
To  scenes  of  int'rest  such  as  e'er  were  thine,— 
Form'd  a  light  chain  to  bind  thee  to  her  side, 
Sharing  possession  with  the  victor-tide : 
Hence,  twice  each  day  an  island  dost  thou  stand; — 
Twice  a  peninsula — approach'd  by  land. 

Lo!  the  retiring  wave,  with  gentle  play, 
Steals  from  the  bridge,  and  gives  it  to  the  day  ; 
Safe  is  the  passage  while  the  Naiads  go 
To  fill  their  urns  at  Ocean's  fount  below. 

But  whence  the  name  the  sacred  islet  bears  ? — 

Hear  what  the  legendary  theme  declares. 
What  time  monastic  discipline,  severe, 

And  lonely  penitence  and  lives  austere, 

Were  fondly  deem'd  acceptable  to  Heav'n,— 

Here,  from  the  world  by  Superstition  driv'n, 
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( While  yet  a  forest  cloth'd  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  shed  a  gloomy  influence  far  below ; 
And  rocks  wrought  into  narrow  caves  bestow'd 
The  lonely  anchoret's  desii'd  abode  ) 
Some  hoary  saints,  by  misplaced  Faith  inspir'd, 
Had  to  "  the  mountain  of  the  tomb"  l  retir'd. 
Yet  oft,  by  pious  meditation  led, 
Together  they  forsook  their  rushy  bed, 
And,  in  the  open  air,  to  Heav'n  addrest 
Their  solemn  orisons  warm  from  the  breast. 

Once,  when  the  sun,  descending  in  the  main, 
Gave  to  his  sister-light  her  wonted  reign  ; 
While  all  the  world  beside  was  sunk  in  sleep, 
The  sires  alone  remain'd  their  watch  to  keep ; 
When  lo !  while  streaming  radiance  deck'd  the  wood, 
A  bright  Archangel's  form  before  them  stood ! 
"  All  hail !"  he  cry'd  ;  "  your  sanctity  and  prayers, 
"  Approv'd  by  Heav'u,  are  answer'd  by  its  cares. 
"  Henceforth,  let  sacred  buildings  here  arise, 
«*  Whence  daily  worship  shall  rejoice  the  skies ; 
"  Be  yours  the  meed  to  publish  Heav'n's  decree, 
"  And  be  this  mountain  dedicate  to  me." 
He  said ;  and  soar'd  beyond  their  feeble  gaze ; 
The  grateful  hermits  stood  absorb'd  in  praise  ; 
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Theii  spread  the  vision  of  the  sacred  mount 

While  awe  and  wonder  dwelt  upon  th'  account. 

Soon  rose  a  rich  monastic  dome,  and  still 

Partly  adorns  the  venerable  hill : 

Here  pilgrimages  from  afar  were  made, 

And  sacred  rites  perform'd,  and  off 'rings  paid  ; 

Till  civil  feuds  profan'd  the  holy  pile, 

And  warlike  structures  sham'd  the  sainted  isle. 

Whether  the  eager  eye  delight  to  pore 
Or  on  the  hallow'd  Mount  or  neighb'ring  shore, 
'Tis  beauteous  all !  and  in  a  varied  dress 
Nature  and  Art  contend  the  mind  to  bless. 
Whether,  aspiring  from  the  lowly  plain, 
Fancy  the  lofty  chapel  would  attain  ; 
Or  from  its  beetling  summit,  high  and  steep, 
Ponder  the  island's  slow-expanding  sweep; 
Or  gaze  upon  the  fairy  scene  around, 
Where  Cornwall's  aggregated  charms  are  found ; 
On  ev'ry  spot  that  wooes  her  to  its  breast, 
The  stamp  of  Admiration  stands  imprest. 

Far  to  the  left,  the  Lizard's  point  extends,  * 
And  o'er  the  intercepted  ocean  bends 
His  cliff  abrupt :  The  friendly  beacons  near, 
Warn  the  bold  mariner  aloof  to  steer. 
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Wide  round  the  sweeping  shore,  hug-e  rocks  are  seen 
Of  beauteous  tints ;  where,  on  a  varied  green 
Of  lively  serpentine,  each  brilliant  hue 
Of  ruddiest  flow'rs,  salutes  th'  admiring  view. 
(In  British  porcelain  well  the  praise  is  known 
{Of  Cornwall's  wond'rous  saponaceous  stone,  3 
Whose  properties  the  blended  boasts  display 
Of  painted  rock,  and  soft-conforming  clay. 
[Asbestos  here,  o'er  rocky  faces  spreads 
Its  fine-drawn  filaments  and  polisb'd  thread*-, 
Whose  qualities  must  Science  needs  admire, — 
Alike  unhurt  by  water  or  by  fire  ! 

Where  Kynan's  Cove — whose  rocks  and  cliffs  sublime 
Seem  to  defy  the  injuries  of  time- 
Admits  the  bubbling  surge,  stupendous  piles, 
Firm-bedded  in  the  sand,  in  chilling  stiles, 
Invite  attention  ;  as  their  awful  forms 
Defensive,  seem  to  court  the  scourging  storms. 
Startling  Inquiry  well-nigh  dreads  to  stray 
Beneath  th'  impending  crags,  that  o'er  his  way 
Frown  horribly ;  yet  still  their  varied  hues, 
And  rugged  shapes,  the  Fancy  may  amuse. 
O'erhanging  rocks,  with  sullen,  low'ring  brow 
In  dreadful  masses  threat  the  beach  below, — 


106  CORNUBIA.  CANTO  v. 

So  dang'rous  of  descent ;  yet  even  there 
By  Curiosity  impell'd,  repair 

The  daring  few :  Some  creep  the  crags'  steep  side  ; — 
Some  to  the  cove  in  sail-urg'd  vessels  glide  ; 
And  there,  at  leisure,  all  the  forms  survey, 
That  language  feels  unequal  to  pourtray. 
Yet  know  whate'er  of  terrible  or  vast,  , 
Of  stony  nature,  round  this  Isle  is  cast, 

May  here  be  found,  in  rudest,  tallest  blocks—  1 

A  congregated  host  of  mountain-rocks  ! 
That  seem  t'  oppress  the  sand  on  which  they  rest, 
And  lie,  with  fearful  weight,  on  Nature's  breast ! 
Though  rough  and  wild  their  lofty  summits  show,— - 
Attrition's  pow'r,  and  ocean's  constant  flow, 
Have  rais'd  so  high  a  polish  on  their  base 
As  may  the  lapidary's  pow'rs  disgrace  ! 
J  O  Nature !   (  for  by  thee  we  love  to  call 
The  Pow'r  that  form'd,  dispos'd,  and  governs  all ! ) 
How  glorious  are  thy  works  !  How  vast,  how  grand, 
Thy  varied  wonders  of  the  sea  and  land  ! 
Whether  we  contemplate  the  humblest  blade 
That  springs  and  withers  in  a  barren  shade ;-— 
Whether  we  roam  the  cliff-defended  shore 
Intent  thy  rich  productions  to  explore ;— 
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The  deep-stamp' d  signs  of  an  Almighty  hand 
Are  mark'd  where'er  we  go,  where'er  we  stand, 
O !  like  those  rocks  may  my  affections  be 
Great  Cause  of  all !  for  ever  fix'd  on  thee ; 
Like  them,  may  I  the  storms  of  life  endure, 
While  conscious  justice  makes  my  feet  secure; 
And,  though  no  verdure  round  my  seat  be  spread, 
May  rays  of  calm  contentment  cheer  my  head ! 
'    Yonder,  where  winds  the  coast  with  broken  sweep, 
The  Loe-Pool  robs  the  too-confiding  deep : 
Upheav'd  by  western  tempests  from  the  tide, 
A  shelly  barrier  often  is  supplied, 
That,  rising  'gainst  the  ocean  as  a  mound, 
Forbids  his  ingress  o'er  his  wonted  ground. 
Within,  th'  imprison'd  waters  mildly  take 
A  mazy  course,  and  form  a  lengthen'd  lake, 
Where  clam'rous  curlews  skim  in  circling  sweep, 
And  luscious  trout  their  playful  gambols  keep* 
Around  the  Pool  each  sylvan  charm  is  seen 
That  Nature  boasts, — impressive  and  serene : 
Here,  rocks  upstarting  from  the  watry  marge, 
Erect  their  rugged  features, — bold  and  large ; 
The  soft-retiring  hills,  whose  wavy  line 
Richly  exhibits  many  a  fair  design, 
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Luxuriantly  in  pendant  woods  array 'd, 
Display  each  fleeting  grace  of  light  and  shade. 
While,  to  complete  the  scene,  the  sacred  tow'r 
Of  Helstotfs  temple  decorates  the  shore. 
And  Taste  delights  his  treasures  to  disclose 
Amidst  the  fairy  forms  that  deck  Penrose. 

But  not  along  the  changeful  coast  alone 
Are  prospects  of  delightful  int'rest  known  : 
Though  Nature  there  her  influence  impart, 
The  land  can  boast  the  varied  charms  of  Art 
Too  numerous  for  song : — Dull  were  the  Muse 
Who  to  attend  their  features  would  refuse^ 
Pengerswick  Castle — though  a  lonely  tow'r 
Only  remain  where  ramparts  frown'd  of  yore  ;— 
Godolphin's  stately  wood-embosom'd  hall, 4 
Though  Ruin  now  glares  o'er  the  crumbling  wall, 
To  pensive  Meditation  shall  renew 
The  boasts  of  ages  long  retir'd  from  view. 

Now  to  the  west,  my  Muse !  direct  thy  flight, 
To  scenes  of  rugged  mould  and  wild  delight, 
Where  circles,  cromlechs,  castles,  rise  around, 
And  granite  rocks  of  ev'ry  form  abound. 

Farewell,  thcu  sacred  Mount !  the  Muse  no  more 
May  tread  the  mazy  walks  that  deck  thy  shore* 


CANTO   v.  THE  WESTERN  COAST. 

And,  as  before  her  gaze  thy  charms  unfold, 
Glow  with  rich  visions  of  the  days  of  old : 
Variety's  attractions  now  impel 
To  distant  journeys :  Sacred  Mount,  farewell  I 
Yet  here  fond  Memory  shall  oft  repair, 
Anxious  thy  warm,  peculiar  charms  to  share, 
And,  from  thy  wild  romantic  crags,  survey 
Scenes,  fair  as  Britain  opens  to  the  day : 
Science,  with  high  delight,  shall  love  to  pore 
On  the  rich  products  of  thy  treasur'd  shore ; 
Painting  shall  joy,  in  glowing  tmts  to  trace 
Thy  varied  features  and  attractive  grace ; 
And  Hist'ry's  pen  shall  give  to  deathless  Fame 
The  facts  that  stamp  the  honours  6f  thy  name ! 

If  modern  pictures  can  regale  the  mind, 
to !  where,  round  Buriton, 5  are  seen  combined 
The  charms  of  Art  and  Nature,— sure  to  please 
The  gentle  breast,  within  itself  at  ease. 
Whatever  objects  can  delight  the  eye, 
Here,  scatter'd  in  a  sweet  profusion  lie. 
If,  turning  from  the  Eastern,  rocky  shore, 
Scenes  of  a  milder  face  it  would  explore, 
See  where  the  beauteous  villa  courts  the  view, 
And  gardens  smile  in  Flora's  gayest  hw, 
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Th*  umbrageous  walk  to  pensive  thought  invites ; 
The  swelling  hill  the  active  mind  delights 
With  well-contrasted  objects, — grave  or  gay, 
Expanding  in  an  ample,  rich  display. 
Kenegie's  alleys  and  romantic  groves 
Unfold  a  scene  where  bland  Hygoeia  roves 
O'erjoy'd,  the  fresh'ning  breezes  to  inhale 
Borne  from  the  bracing  wave  or  fragrant  dale. 
Rosfhill,  Trereife,  and  Lariggan  may  claim 
{  With  others  which  the  Muse  forbears  to  name ) 
An  equal  praise, — with  ev'ry  boast  endued 
Of  spacious  prospect  and  investing  wood. 

If  to  the  Westward  roam  the  vagrant  glance, 
Successive  beauties  to  its  ken  advance : 
There  Newlyn1,  whose  industrious  sons  obtain 
Health  and  abundance  from  the  well-stor'd  main; 
Whose  daughters  justly  'midst  Cornubia  bear 
The  prize  of  beauty  ; — not  less  chaste  than  fair. 
High  o'er  the  neighb'ring  hill  of  cultur'd  green, 
Thy  tow'r,  St.  Paul,  mildly  adorns  the  scene  : 
Near  this,  the  Island  Haven's  shelter' d  bay  6 
Presents  a  shore,  in  rural  graces  gay. 
Whilst,  softly  spreading  to  adorn  the  view, 
The  Mount's  expansive  Bay,  of  lively  hue, 
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Unfolds  the  changeful  scene  of  snowy  sails 
Tumid  or  flutt'ring,  as  the  fickle  gales 
Sport  with  the  seaman's  hopes,  and  scarce  impel 
Around  his  lagging  bark,  the  rippling  swell. 

But  me  no  more  these  lovely  scenes  detain  ; 
No  more  I  wake  to  gentle  themes  the  strain  ; 
Again, — as  now  my  lengthening  course  I  wind 
To  where  the  huge  Bolerium  1  stands  confin'd 
Betwixt  opposing  seas,  that  vainly  roar 
And  lash  his  hold  and  firm-resisting  shore,— 
Again  'tis  mine,  (nor  undesir'd)  to  gaze 
On  the  unpolish'd  art  of  elder  days, 
And  trace  each  rude  essay  to  give  to  Fame 
British  or  Roman  act  of  noble  name. 

But  vain  the  pow'rs  of  Poesy  to  sing 
A  host  of  forms  uusuited  to  her  string  :— 
Let  Observation  cast  th'  attentive  glance 
On  either  side  the  heathy,  wild  expanse, 
With  fern  or  furze  unprofitably  green,— 
Lo  !  far  and  wide,  on  either  hand,  are  seem 
The  spots  where  native  skill  has  rudely  toil'dv 
Or  Nature  looks  abroad,  by  Art  unspoil'd. 
On  mountain-summit,  or  in  lowly  vale, 
Wild,  granite  heaps  the  wond'ring  eye  assail  ; 

L   3 
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Uncouthly  pil'd  in  ev'ry  varied  form 
That  best  might  wage  resistance  to  the  storm  : 
The  frequent  circle,  rang'd  of  umvrought  blocks, 
Rude  as  when  sever'  d  from  their  parent-rocks, 
Where  Pagan  worshippers,  in  times  of  yore, 
Were  wont  the  gods  of  Error  to  adore  ;— 
The  cromlech,  which,  while  Science  lay  in  gloom, 
Form'd  the  rough  model  of  the  modern  tomb  I—- 
The cairn  and  barrow,  that  of  old  inurn'd 
Chiefs  of  renown,  for  Jofty  actions  mourn'd  ; 
The  humid  vault,—  the  cave's  misshapen  side,— 
The  subterranean  gall'ry,0  spreading  wide  ;  — 
These,  in  abundance  found,  explain  the  taste 
Of  untaught  Britons,  while  the  rocky  waste 
As  yet  was  never  trod  by  foreign  foe, 
And  Nature  only  taught  their  breasts  to  glow. 

Not  seldom  seen,  —  rising  erect  and  lone—- 
Appears, with  shapeless  forms,  the  sculptur'd  stone 
Wrhose  letter'd  boasts  may  designate  the  day 
When  here  the  Roman  legions  held  their  sway. 
But  oft  the  figures,  faithless  to  their  trust, 
Or  gnaw'd  by  keen  and  frequent  gales  to  dust, 
Bear  but  the  vestiges  of  signs  to  tell, 
In  mystic  guise,  who  bravely  fought  or  fell, 
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The  sacred  wells  of  healing  waters,  known 
By  Christian  emblems  rudely  wrought  in  stone  ;— 
The  oratories,  where  the  saints  of  old 
Their  missionary  pow'rs  were  wont  t*  unfold  ; 
The  chapels  —  now  dilapidated  quite, 
Whose  ruins  only  shew  their  ancient  site  ; 
More  modem  times,  —  -though  far  from  us  remote, 
And  days  of  rising  excellence  denote. 

All  these,  which  learned  minds  with  joy  explore, 
And  whatsoe'er  in  Antiquarian  lore 
Of  British  or  of  Roman  fame  is  found, 
Along  the  solitary  road  abound  : 
But  say,  to  forms  so  wild  what  charms  "belong 
To  claim  distinct  celebrity  in  song  ? 

Jf,  sated  with  the  view,  the  roaming  eye 
Require  the  zest  that  shifting  scenes  supply, 
Behold  !  the  modest  cot,  in  humble  mien, 
Amidst  a  trim  inclosure,  gay  and  green, 
Looks  o'er  the  waste,  »and  cheers  its  dreary  air 
AVith  thoughts  of  social  joys  that  harbour  there. 
Oft,  too,  the  distant  spire,  in  rustic  grace 
Affords  a  pensive  int'rest  to  the  place  : 
And  the  enkindling  breast  with  awe  surveys 
Domes,  sacred  by  their  use  and  length  of  days. 
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Where  Burian's  tow'r,  on  elevated  ground, 

Displays  its  well-known  features  wide  around, 

( A  friendly  landmark  to  the  hardy  band 

Coasting  along  the  North  or  Southern  strand ) 

Though  now  mean  cots  aloue  possess  the  view, — 

Once — when  devotion  to  exuberance  grew, — 

Collegiate  spires  and  pinnacles  pourtray'd 

The  pious  zeal  by  Athelstan  display'd. 

The  warlike  monarch,  who,  with  conqu'ring  sword, 

Had  Devon  and  Cornubia's  coasts  explor'd, 

Made  Insurrection's  troublous  waves  be  still, 

And  bow'd  the  proud  and  haughty  to  his  will; 

Preparing  hence  his  conquests  to  pursue 

Where  Scilly's  hostile  islands  met  his  view,-— 

Ere  he  embark'd  to  cross  the  deep-blue  main, 

Kneeling  at  Buriana's  sainted  fane,  9 

Vow'd  to  erect,  should  Vict'ry  mark  his  way, 

A  sacred  pile,  where  holy  men  should  pay 

Continued  services  of  hymn  and  pray'r, 

In  grateful  thanks  for  Heav'n's  propitious  care. 

Soon  he  return'd,  successful ;  soon  arose 

The  votive  building,  destin'd  to  disclose 

The  sov'reign's  gratitude  for  timely  aid, 

And  sway  assur'd,  and  subjects  peaceful  made. 
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Though  now,  by  criminal  neglect  o'erthrown, 

No  more  the  ruin'd  fabric's  site  be  known ; 

The  motive  that  produced  the  hallow'd  place, 

With  fadeless  wreaths  the  monarch's  fame  shall  grace. 

Where  yon  bold  cape, — erect  as  in  disdain, 
Rushes  amidst  the  wide-surrounding  main; 
Enormous  rocks,  in  fearful  masses  piled— 
A  dizzy  height ! — o'erhang  the  wat'ry  wild. 
Ramparts  and  ditches,  wrought  from  either  side, 
The  promontory  from  the  land  divide : 
Haply,  on  this  strong  point,  in  days  of  old, 
Despair  has  found  a  last  and  only  hold, 
(  When  the  fierce  Dane,  more  insolent  than  brave 
Ravag'd  the  land  he  undertook  to  save ) 
And,  'midst  those  huge  embankments,  gain'd  a  fort 
Impregnable, — his  safe  and  sure  resort. 
The  waters,  terrified,  dead  silence  keep, 
As  lulfd  by  terror  to  a  restless  sleep ; 
Yet  Fancy,  in  their  liquid  bosoms'  gleams 
Clearly  can  trace  their  deep-appalling  dreams ! 
Lo!  high  above  the  wave — while  dangers  round 
Menace  the  vent'rous  wight  who  there  is  found, 
A  pond'rous  mass,  reclining  o'er  the  sea, 
Seems  to  repose  in  torpid  apathy. 
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Not  so !  for  should  some  rashly-daring  hand 
Scale  the  huge  piles  that -frown  along  the  land 
Forbidding  such  attempt,  the  well-pois'd  block 
Obedient  |o  his  touch,  would  slowly  rock, 
Fright'ning  the  quaking  deep !  while  all  around 
Imagination  saw  a  trembling  ground ! 
Scarce  Reason's  strongest  povv'rs  the  scene  could  view 
Nor  think  Enchantment's  ancient  wonders  true ! 10 

Where  Whijesand's  ample  Bay,  expanding  wide, 

f» 
Drinks  the  full  vigour  of  the  Western  tide,— 

( Whitesand,  recorded  in  th'  historic  page 

For  great  events  of  many  a  distant  age  ;— 

Where  royal  Stephen  England's  shores  attain'd  ; — 

Where  haughty  John,  what  time  his  hosts  had  gain'd- 

Subjected  Erin  to  the  happier  sway 

Of  British  pow'r,  urg'd  his  triumphant  way ; — 

Where  heedless  Warbeck,  kindling  civil  strife, 

First  rear'd  the  rebel-flag  that  cost  his  life ; — ) 

A  tow'ring  cape,  of  hydrpgraphic  fame., 

From  the  adjoining  county  takes  its  name. 

The  rocky  masses  on  its  eagle-brow 

Gleam  like  a  fortress  o'er  the  deep  below  ;— 

The  scatter'd  fragments,  stretching  at  its  feet, 

Break  the  swoll'n  billows  that  around  it  beat : 
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New  waves  succeeding,  in  due-marsh alPd  ranks, 
Indignant  try  to  scale  its  rocky  banks  ; 
They  nod  their  yesty  heads ; — with  furious  cries 
They  rush  to  the  assault ; — the  cliff  defies 
Their  congregated  force : — in  show'rs  of  foam. 
It  hurls  them  backward  to  their  wat'ry  home. 

I  Contiguous  here,  Botallack's  wealthy  mine, 
By  Enterprize  distinguish'd, — whose  design 
Cold  Prudence  had  survey'd  with  fear  and  pain — 
Rewards  th'  advent'rous  band  with  lib'ral  gain. 
Whilst  young  the  undertaking's  infant  state, 
And  none  could  dare  predict  its  future  fate, 
To  prosecute  the  works  so  newly  made 
Immense  machin'ry  must  afford  its  aid. 
Down  the  steep  precipice,  whose  giddy  height 
Might  fill  the  stoutest  mortal  with  affright, 
By  cranking  crane,  and  squeaking  puilies  slung, 
The  vast  steam-eagine  o'er  the  rude  cliffs  rung  ! 
Fearless  and  free  from  harm,  ttie  daring  crew, 
Ifelp'd  by  its  pow'r,  their  steady  course  pursue  ; 
Through  sullen  rocks  they  bore  their  arduous  way 
And  on  the  solid  masses  ope  the  day. 
Nor  here  their  course  they  check'd :  Beneath  the  wave 
That  far  above  their  heads  was  heard  to  rave; — 
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Beneath  the  deep  Atlantic's  spacious  bed, 
On  either  side  their  cavern'd  paths  are  spread ! 
The  filtering  drops  that  ooze,  successive,  through, 
Excite  their  zeal,  more  closely  to  pursue 
The  metallif 'rous  vein,  ere  chance  or  change 
Forbid  their  vent'rous  footsteps  thus  to  range 
I  The  submarine  abyss ;  and  turn  their  toil, 
Reluctant,  to  a  less  endanger'd  soil. 

Thus  Perseverance,  whose  undaunted  soul 
No  obstacles  deter,  no  fears  controul,— 
When  some  vast  enterprize  his  breait  inspires, 
And  wakens  all  its  native  ardent  fires, 
Onward  with  sure  and  steady  purpose  goes, 
Nor  rocks  nor  seas  his  daring  course  oppose. 
Before  the  lightning-lustre  of  his  eye, 
Obstructions,  like  the  mists  of  morning  fly  ; 
Though  toil  and  peril  mark  his  arduous  way, 
Vanquish' d  at  length,  they  bow  beneath  his  sway. 
Hail,  gen' rous  principle  !  by  fav'ring  Heav'n 
To  ripen  Learning's  nascent  blossoms  giv'n ; 
Man  but  for  thee  no  object  could  attain, 
And  Reason's  gifts  had  been  bestow'd  in  vain. 
Let  him  who  timidly,  when  crosses  rise, 
Shrinks  from  his  post,  arid  quits  th*  expected  prize,, 
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Botallack's  wealth,  Botallack's  spirit  see, 
And  nobly  join,  resistless  pow'r !    to  thee  ! 

But  see,  where  yonder  lengthening  shores  extend  ; 
Beyond  the  rest  projects  the  bleak  Land's  End  : 
Remotest  point  of  Britain's  Western  coast ! 
Tfaee  to  depict  be  ray  concluding  boast. 

The  ground,  in  many  a  swelling  ridge  upheav'd, 
By  nought  but  ever-changeful  clouds  reliev'd, 
Declining  rapidly,  where,  'gainst  the  deep 
Its  schistine  rocks  their  sentried  stations  keep ; 
In  bold  and  broken  masses  stands,  to  brave 
The  furious  onset  of  Biscaya's  wave, 
Which,  as  ferocious  gales  its  course  impel, 
Around  it  rises  with  appalling  swell  ! 
Adown  the  farthest  hill's  steep-sinking  side, 
Huge  granite  fragments  are  afar  descried ; 
And,  round  the  utmost  point,  vast  rocks,  erect, 
( Their  brows  with  rude,  romantic  figures  deck'd ) 
In  tall,  basaltic  pride,  thick  clust'riug,  stand, 
Like  buttresses,  to  guard  the  threaten'd  land. 
High  on  the  promontory's  utmost  brow, 
That  frowns  defiance  on  the  deep  below, 
Tremendous  rocks,  with  savage  grandeur  piled, 
In  forms  uncqutb,  survey  the  wat'ry  wild. 
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'Tis  not  by  equal  bodies  they  cohere, 
Nor  do  their  forms  recumbently  appear; 
Nor  always  does  the  greater  mass  sustain 
The  lesser,  as  dull  Science  would  ordain  : 
But  such  a  strange  confusion  here  is  made,' 
Such  incongruities  the  pile  pervade, 
As  if  by  Nature's  besom,  at  a  sweep 
The  whole  were  whirl'd  in  one  unsorted  heap  ! 
By  storms  corroded,  as  by  waves  annoy 'd, 
Their  angular  asperities  destroy 'd, — 
'Tis  ponderosity  confirms  their  state, 
And  weight  does  all  the  bulk  consolidate". 
Vainly  may  seas  and  tempests  round  them  roar ; 
Those  blocks  immoveable,  terrific,  hoar, 
With  strength  invincible  protect  the  shore ! 

In  neighb'ring  caverns,  where  the  arching  rocks 
Echo  the  billows'  oft-repeated  shocks, — 
Serene,  yet  dreadful, — Hark  !  the  rolling  wave 
Like  low  and  distant  thunder  seems  to  rave  ! 
Around  our  heads  the  shrieking  corm'rant  flies, 
And  flocks  of  sea-fowl  iterate  her  cries, 
As,  pouncing  downwards,  in  a  mazy  sweep, 
They  skim  the  bosom  of  the  laboring  deep! 
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The  chequ'ring  sun-beam,  now  in  vigour  bright 
Darts  on  the  awful  scene  a  burst  of  light ; 
Now,  as  amidst  the  clouds  his  glories  fade, 
Horror  and  Awe  walk  fearful  through  the  shade ! 

Not  distant  far,  the  Long-ships'  rocky  ledge, 
Protruding  from  the  main  a  jagged  edge, 
Presents  a  lonely  tow'r,  whose  nightly  glare 
Cautions  the  mariner  of  dangers  there. 

Dimly  discern'd  amidst  the  wat'ry  line 
Where  azure  clouds  with  azure  waves  combine, 
Cornubia's  Hekride  Islands — >wild  and  drear 
As  those  that  off  old  Scotia's  coast  appear— 
Gleam  like  a  num'rous  fleet ;  and  oft  the  eye, 
Deceiv'd  by  distance,  sees  their  masses  fly 
Along  the  wave, — till  more  judicious  ken 
Beholds  them  in  their  pristine  state  again. 

All  else  is  sea  and  sky  :  Nought  can  the  view 
Distinguish,  but  the  wide  Atlantic's  blue, 
With  here  and  there  a  slowly-gliding  sail 
Courting  the  influence  of  the  rising  gale  :— 
Dotting  the  faint  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
They  seem  from  distant  ocean  to  emerge  ! 

And  this  the  end  of  all !  Th'  Almighty  Pow'r 
That  spread  the  ocean  and  that  form'd  the  shore, 
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To  either  said,  "  Here  let  thy  limits  end ; 
"  Thus  far,  nor  further  shall  thy  line  extend." 
'Tis  well !  Cornubia's  rich  and  varied  views 
Have  long  employ'd  and  gratified  the  Muse,. 
And  what,  by  Art  or  Nature  here  is  stor'd, 
Her  eye,  not  inattentive,  bath  explored. 
Homeward  my  steps  I  bend,  with  bounding  heart, 
The  wand'rings  of  the  Minstrel  to  impart  j 
There,  though  this  lay  be  lost  to  public  Fame, 
A  kind  attention  its  details  shall  claim, 
And  admiration  dwell  upon  each  view, 
JExact  to  Nature,  and  to  Feeling  true. 
As  some  fond  bird,  long  absent  from  his  nest, 
Feels  greater  energies  inspire  his  breast, 
When  to  his  faithful  mate  and  callow  brood, 
At  eve  he  bears  the  long-expected  food ; 
Gladly  I  now  return  to  taste  those  joys 
That  no  familiarity  destroys ; 
And,  though  excursive  Fancy  still  may  roam, 
Exult  to  hail  my  lov'd  though  humble  home  ! 
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CONCLUSION, 


CORNWALL  !  a  wight  unknown  to  Fame,- 
Condemn'd  to  live  without  a  name, 
While  poets  of  a  looser  lay 
To  praise  and  fortune  wind  their  way- 
Has  ventur'd,  to  a  feeble  string, 
The  honours  of  thy  coast  to  sing  : 
Happy !  if  aught  his  notes  contain 
Have  chanced  to  flow  in  such  a  strain 
As  may  have  gratified  or  cheer' d 
Some  gentle  bosom,  much  endeared 
For  honest  heart,  and  friendly  board, 
And  breast  with  lib'ral  feelings  stor'd. 

Long  may  thy  curving  headland  stand 
To  guard  and  to  enrich  the  land, 
And  ev'ry  new-born  year  behold 
Thy  vast  prosperity  unfold ! 
May  Health  inspire  thy  bracing  gales, 
And  laughing  Plenty  fill  thy  vales : 
And  treasures  from  thy  bosom  rise 
In  inexhaustible  supplies  ! 
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Around  Ihec  uiay  no  tempests  roar 
To  fright  the  seaman  from  thy  shore ; 
But  in  thy  ports  may  Commerce  smile, 
And  calm  Contentment  sweeten  toil. 
Duly,  as  seasons  roll  around, 
May  the  accustomed  shoals  be  found ; 
And  from  the  produce  of  the  deep 
Thy  sons  a  large  advantage  reap  ! 

And  Oh  !  as  once  Coruubia's  train 
Could  Hist'ry's  upright  suffrage  gain, 
And  rival  feats  of  loftiest  name 
Of  Grecian  or  of  Roman  fame- 
Alike  renown'd  in  camp  and  court, 
For  martial  skill  or  gentle  sport ; 
May  generations  yet  unborn 
Thy  weal  improve,  thy  name  adorn. 
By  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace 
That  Admiration  loves  to  trace  ! 
At  home  belov'd,  abroad  rever'd, 
To  Honour  and  to  Truth  endear'd, 
May  they  to  high  perfection  raise 
Cernubia's  best  and  lasting  praise  ! 


NOTES. 
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NOTES  TO  THE  INTRODUCTORY  ODE. 

4 

Stanza  11,  line  2,  p.  3. 
"  Hensb1  rough's  giant-peak.''1 

Hensborough,  called  by  Carew  "  the  Cornish  Arch-bea- 
«on"  is  a  high  hill,  1026  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  situ- 
ated in  the  Parish  of  Roche,  nearly  in  the  centre  of  the 
County,  and  commanding  extensive  views  of  Devon  and 
Cornwall. 

Stanza  II,  line  4,  p.  3. 

"  The  rude-wrought  cromlech,  cairn9  or  burrow  grey." 
These  are  all  sepulchral  monuments,  frequent  in  this 
county.  The  burrows  consist  of  a  mound  of  earth,  inclosing 
a.  space  similar  to  a  family  vault :  The  cairns  are  formed  by 
large  stones  instead  of  earth ;  these,  in  some  instances,  are 
rudely  heaped  to  a  considerable  height:  Cromlechs  are 
large  flat  stones,  or  slabs  of  rock,  placed  ( generally  in  aslant- 
ing  direction )  upon  other  stones  fixed  perpendicularly  in  the 
ground.  In  the  parish  of  Maddern  is  a  cromlech  nineteen  feet 
in  length,  and  so  high  that  a  ir.au  on  horseback  may  sit 
under  it. 

Stanza  III,  lines  2,  4,  p.  4. 

"  Thai  lofty  pile 

**  Waves  high  its  quivering  crown  o'er  masses  steep."" 
The  celebrated  loggan   ( or  rocking  )   stone,   at  Castle 
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Treryn,  near  the  Land's  End ;  more  particularly  noticed  in 
the  filth  Cauto,  page  145. 

Stanza  XIX,  line  2,  p.  8. 

'*  Pure  crystals.'" 

**  The  Cornish  diamonds,  which  are  generally  attendant  en 
metallic  substances,  are  colourless,  transparent,  and  beauti- 
fully brilliant;  generally  crystallized  in  hexagonal  prisms, 
with  six-sided  pyramids.  They  are  much  prized  by  miner- 
alogists. 

NOTES  ON  CANTO  I. 

Note  1,  p.  15,  line  7. 

"  0  !  might  my  humble  lines  the  merit  cltini 
"  That  stamps  thy  title  to  superior  fame  ! 
The  reader  will  immediately  recollect  the  similarity  between 
this  passage  and  that   ( so  justly  celebrated  )  in  Deoham's 
"  Cooper's  Hill;"—"  0  /  could  I  flow  like  thee,"  #c.    I 
think,  however,  that  on  a  comparison  of  the  two  paragraphs, 
1  shall  net  be  accused  of  having  too  clostly  imitated  that 
writer. 

Note  2,  p.  16,  lines  17, 18. 
"  Thus,  like  the  world,  bestowing 


**  Umieedcd  wealth  on  channels  overflowing." 
I  hare  here  used  a  simile  of  Shakespeare's,  perhaps  with 
equal  propriety : 

"  l-'trst,for  his  weeping  in  the  needless  stream; 
Pour  l)ee.r,  qiioth  he,  thon  mak'st  a  testament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much." 
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Note  3,  p.  17,  line  22. 

"  Ancient  Ashe." 

The  town  of  Saltash,  formerly  called  Esse,  Aiheburgh,  and 
Ashe. 

Note  4,  p.  10,  Tine  12. 

"  Tli  indignant,  blushing  Muse  declines  to  tell" 
After  much  investigation — (  resulting1  from  some  doubts 
lately  thrown  on  the  testimony  of  other  writers  who  have  no- 
ticed the  object  to  which  the  above  line  alludes  ) — I  am  ena- 
bled to  give  the  following1  as  a  correct  statement  of  the  facts 
connected  with  the  tower  at  Pentillie  :  Sir  James  Tillie,  the 
former  proprietor  of  the  estate,  was  an  atheist ;  and,  like 
other  infidels,  being  unable  to  shake  the  truths  of  Christianity 
by  reasoning,  he  had  recourse  to  ridicule.  As  a  perpetual 
jest  against  the  doctrine  of  the  Resurrection,  he  ordered  by 
his  will  that  after  his  decease  his  body  should  be  placed,  sit- 
ting in  a  chair,  in  his  customary  dress,  in  the  lower  apartment 
©f  a  tower  which  he  had  erected  for  that  purpose,  on  an  emi- 
nence overlooking  the  Tamer,  where  he  intended,  he  said,  t» 
await  the  event.  He  further  directed  that  a  table,  with  bottles, 
glasses,  pipes,  and  tobacco,  should  be  placed  before  him.  Sir 
James  died  about  the  year  1712,  and  it  was  generally  under- 
stood that  his  profane  injunctions  had  been  complied  with: 
The  tower,  consequently,  was  regarded  with  horror  by  the  in- 
habitants of  the  surrounding  district ;  but  on  its  being  open- 
ed, some  years  since,  it  was  reported  that  the  body  had  been 
interred  therein,  in  a  coffin,  in  the  usual  manner,  but  that  the 
effigy  of  the  infidel,  in  white  marble,  remained  in  a  room 
above. 
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Note  5,  p.  33,  line  19. 

"  Dunheved." 

This  was  the  Cornu-British  name  of  Launceston  (  famili- 
arly Lanston  )  and  signified  «'  The  Swelling  Hill,"  refer- 
iag  to  the  mound  on  which  the  keep  of  its  ancient  castle  it 
erected :  The  modern  appellation  imports,  "  The  Church 
efthe  Castle." 

Note  0,  p.  33,  line  22. 
"  Pallas'  fav' 'rite  art:' 

It  should  be  remembered  that  amongst  the  other  offices  as- 
signed to  this  goddess  in  heathen  mythology,  she  stands  emi- 
Beut  as  patroness  of  Architecture. 

NOTES  TO  CANTO  II. 

Note  1,  p.  40,  line  7. 
"  Machar'' s  lofty  heights." 

The  parish  of  Machar — (  improperly  spelt  Maker )  bein* 
partly  in  Cornwall  and  partly  in  Devon,  that  circumstance 
may  justify  its  introduction  into  a  display  of  Cornish  scenery. 
Machar  heights  are  402  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea;  and 
the  tower  of  the  church,  which  stands  on  the  summit  of  one 
of  its  highest  hills,  is  about  90  feet  higher.  The  views  from 
the  top  of  this  tower  are  diversified  and  interesting  to  a* 
astonishing  degree. 

Note  2,  p.  40,  lines  13  and  14. 

"  Mount  Edgcumbe, 

"  Where  rival  counties  claim  co-equal  right." 
It  has  just  been  observed  that  Machar  lies  partly  in  Cons- 
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wall  and  partly  in  Devon.  The  same  observation  applies  to 
Mount  Edgcumbe,  which  is  wholly  in  this  parish,  and  chiefly 
in  the  Devonian  portion  of  it.  Part  of  the  demesne,  however, 
is  in  Cornwall. 

Note  3,  p.  41,  line  16. 
"  The  lofty  Light-house." 
That  on  the  Eddy-stone. 

Note  4,  p.  50,  line  2. 
"  The  huer's  joyful  sound" 

Huers  are  persons  stationed  on  the  cliffs  during  the  fishiny 
season,  to  watch  the  approach  of  the  shoals,  of  which  they 
give  notice  by  a  particular  hue  or  cry. 

Note  5,  p.  58,  line  9. 

"  Though  of  the  noble  house  of  Falmouth  born." 
Admiral  (Edward)  Boscawen  was  the  second  son  of  Hugh 
Viscount   Falmouth,    and  was  born  at  the  family  seat  q£ 
Tregothuan. 

Note  6,  p.  58,  line  20. 

"  Truro  crown'd  it  with  her  civic  meed." 

He  was  chosen  representative  in  Parliament  for  Truro,  in  1742. 

Note  7,  p.  59,  line  18. 

"  St.  Michael  sadly  toasts  the  warriorjs  grave." 
He  was  buried  in  the  family  vault  in  the  church  of  St.  Mi- 
chael Penkivel,  where  a  fine  monument  is  erected  to  his 
memory. 


164  NOTES. 


Note  8,  p.  62,  line  16. 
cl  St  Mawd's." 

St.   Mawes,  anciently  denominated  St.  Maudit's,  and  St. 
Mawd's. 

Note  9,  p.  62,  line  24. 

"  Denoting  real  worth,  by  symbols  well  expressed." 
This  alludes  to  the  seal  of  Falmouth,  which  is  happily  al- 
legorical in  describing  the  advantages  of  the  port. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  III. 

Note  1,  p.  72,  line  11. 
"  St.  lid's  open  harbour." 

The  modern  appellation  of  St.  Ires  is  said  to  be  a  corruption 
of  St.  Ha,  the  name  of  a  celebrated  Irish  female  saint,  who 
came  hither  from  Ireland  about  the  year  460,  and  was  buried 
in  the  church  at  this  place. 

Note  2,  p.  74,  line  1. 

"  Perran  Beach:'' 

At  Perran  Forth,  in  the  parish  of  Perranzabuloe,  (i.  ^ 
Perran  in  sabulo }  there  is  a  fine  sandy  beach,  frequented  by- 
parties  of  pleasure,  and  used  as  a  bathing  place  by  the  gentry 
&c.  of  the  vicinity,  who  procure  lodgings  in  the  neighbouring 
cottages. 

Note  3,  p.  76,  lines  3,  4. 

"  unnani'd 


Amongst  the  terms  that  mark  the  seaman1  $  chart." 
Many  cf  the  small  havens  on  the  Cornish  coast  are  distm- 
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guished  by  the  appellation  of  Forth;  which,  in  the  Cornu- 
British  dialect,  is  synonimous  with  the  modern  term,  port  or 
harbour.  St.  Agnes'  porth,  and  many  others  on  the  North 
coast  of  Cornwall,  having  been  much  injured  by  the  sand,  are 
nearly  useless,  except  for  small  vessels. 

Note  4,  p.  82.  line  4. 

"  And  waste  his  lingering  days  in  sorrow  here." 
In  the  reign  of  Richard  II.  Tintagel  Castle  was  made  a 
state  prison ;  and  in  1385,  John  Northampton,  Lord  Mayor 
of  London,  was  condemned  to  perpetual  confinement  there, 
for  his  unruly  conduct  whilst  in  office.  During  some  part  of 
the  year  1397,  Thomas,  Earl  of  Warwick,  was  also  imprison- 
ed there. 

Note  5,  p.  83,  line  11. 

"  That  vaVrous  king,  Ihe  British  Worthy  hight." 
Although  monkish  legends  have  disfigured  the  history  of 
"  the  renowned  Arthur"  with  all  the  improbabilities  of  anci- 
ent romance,  so  as  even  to  have  inclined  some  to  doubt  if 
there  ever  existed  such  a  personage;  my  humble  opinion 
coincides  with  that  of  the  philosophical  statesman,  Lord  Ba- 
con, who  thought  "  there  was  truth  enough  in  his  story  t« 
make  him  famous,  besides  that  which  was  fabulous." 

Note  6,  p.  85,  line  5. 
"  CumbulcCs  Stream.'1 

The  river  Camel  or  Alan,  called  in  the  Cornu-British  dia- 
lect, Cabm-alan,  ( i.  e.  the  crooked  river )  from  its  tortuous 
course. — There  are  many  good  reasons  for  believing  the  tra- 
di'.isn  recorded  in  the  stanza  to  which  this  note  refers,  but 
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their  enumeration  would  be  inconsistent  with  the  brevity  here 
studied. 

Note  7,  p.  87,  line  9. 

"  And  ah!  too  bravely  good,  here  fearless  fought  and  fell.'" 
Alluding  to  the  resistance  made  by  Gorlois,   earl  of  Corn- 
wall, to  the  lawless  desires  of  Uter  Pendragon,  father  of  Arthur. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  IV. 

Note  1,  p.  95,  line  19. 

"  Set  where  St.  Cleer  displays  her  sacred  dome." 
The  church  of  St.  Cleer,  a  large  and  handsome  building,  is 
about  two  miles  and  a  half  distant  from  Liskeard.   The  druid- 
ical  and  other  antiquities  of  this  parish  have  ever  excited  the 
interest  of  the  scientific  tourist. 

Note  2,  p.  96,  line  6. 

"  In  silence  Jloies  the  sainted  virgin's  well" 
It  may  be  observed  that  Cornwall  abounds  with  remarkable 
•wells,  which,  in  the  days  of  superstition,  were  in  great  repute 
for  their  healing  qualities ;  and  which  are  yet  regarded  with 
some  degree  of  veneration  by  the  lower  classes.  St.  Cleer's 
Well  is  about  a  mile  from  the  Church,  and  the  water  from 
the  consecrated  fountain  forms  a  large  pool  in  front  of  one  of 
the  walls  by  which  the  spring  was  inclosed. 

Note  3,  p.  96,  line  21. 
"  The  Hurlers'  interceding  rings." 
The  Hurlers  formerly  consisted  of  three  circles  of  upright 
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stones  from  three  to  five  feet  high.  Though  generally  consi- 
dered of  druidical  origin,  their  denomination  results  from  a 
prevalent  persuasion  of  the  common  people  that  the  stones  were 
once  men,  who  were  thus  metamorphosed  for  hurling  on  the 
Sabbath  day !  Hurling  was,  some  time  since,  a  favourite  di- 
rersion  with  the  natives  of  this  county.  It  consisted  in  play- 
ing in  circles  with  a  ball  of  wood,  covered  with  silver. 

Note  4,  p.  97,  line  1. 
**  Trevethy's  lone  funereal  stone" 

The  term  Trevethi,  in  the  British  language,  signified  the 
place  of  graves.  I  have  taken  advantage  of  this  circum- 
stance to  mention  this  monument  as  connected  with  the  Other 
Half  Stone,  which  is  the  name  given  to  the  shaft  of  a  cross 
in  commemoration  of  Doniert  or  Dungcrth,  king  of  Corn- 
wall, who  was  accidentally  drowned  about  the  year  872. 

Note  5,  p.  97,  line  9. 

"  The  Wring, — injigure  an  inverted  cone" 
The  Wring,  or  Cheesewring  ( so  called  from  the  circular 
figure  of  some  of  the  stones  which  compose  it )  stands  nearly 
•n  the  top  of  a  hill,  on  which  are  several  similar  groups,  all 
of  granite,  but  of  less  altitude.  In  addition  to  the  particulars 
mentioned  in  the  poem,  it  may  be  added  that  the  top-stone  of 
the  Cheese-wring  was  formerly  a  rocking  (or  logon)  stone, 
but  a  part  of  it  having  been  broken  off,  the  equipoise  was 
thus  destroyed. 

Note  0,  p.  98,  line  18. 
"  Dosmary's  sluggish,  sullen  icaters  sleep. 
Doswerry  Pool,  (as  it  is  generally  called)  which  is  the  only 
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inland  lake  in  this  county,  is  in  the  parish  of  Alternon,  adjoin- 
ing that  of  St.  Cleer,  and  is  about  a  mile  in  circumference. 

Note  7,  page  100,  line  7. 

"  Roche  Rock:' 

This  denomination  is  applied  to  the  central  mass  of  three 
immense  piles  of  craggy,  ponderous  stones,  that  seem  to  start 
out  of  a  wide  green  surface,  in  the  parish  of  Roche,  and  about 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant  from  its  church.  The  height  of 
the  top  part  of  the  hermitage  is  120  feet  from  the  ground. 

Note  8,  p.  108,  lines  13,  14. 
"  In  vain  on  other  pow'rs  that  blaze  around, 
"  For  their  celestial  influence  I  call.'1'' 
It  may  be  briefly  remarked  here,  in  illustration  of  the  above 
lines,  and  of  some  others  in  the  piece  to  which  they  belong-, 
that  the  Druids  were  professed  astrologers,  famed  for  their 
learning  and  integrity,  yet  strangely  coinciding  in  the  prac- 
tice of  the  most  barborous  tribes  in  the  revolting  practice  of 
sacrificing  human  victims  to  appease  the  anger  of  the  gods. 
They  dwelt  in  rude  cells,  (which  were  considered  sacred  by 
their  occupancy )  wore  long  robes,  and  suffered  their  beards 
to  attain  their  natural  length.     Their  sacrifices,  and  most  of 
their  religious  rites,  were  performed  under  an  oak,  and  they 
held  the  mLsletoe  in  the  highest  veneration. 

Note  9,  p.  117,  lines  117,  8,  9. 
"  The  deep-sunk  shaft,  expanding  wide,— 
"  The  adits,  branching  from  its  side, — 
"  The  drifts  that  to  the  metals  guide." 
The  shaft  of  a  mine  is  a  perpendicular  excavation,  like  a 
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large  well,  through  which  ore  or  water  is  raised.  The  adit 
is  a  conduit,  dug  through  the  earth,  at  a  certain  depth  from 
the  bottom  of  the  mine ;  receiving  the  water  raised  in  the 
shaft  by  the  steam-engine,  and  conveying  it  to  the  neighbour- 
ing vallies  or  rivers.  Drifts  are  trenches  cut  in  the  ground 
from  North  to  South,  for  the  purpose  of  discovering  the  lodes 
or  veins  of  metal,  which  generally  run  from  East  to  West,  and 
are  thus  intersected  at  right  angles. 

Note  10,  p.  118,  line  21. 
(t  Nor  length  remote,  nor  depth  profound." 
Some  of  the  copper  mines  in  this  county  are  nearly  three 
hundred  fathoms  in  perpendicular  depth  from  the  surface ; 
and  at  Botallack  Mine — (  of  which  see  a  more  particular  ac- 
count in  Canto  V.) — part  of  the  workings  extend  beyond  70 
fathoms  in  length,  under  the  sea ;  which,  in  some  places,  ac- 
tually filters  through  ! 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  V. 

Note  1,  p.  133,  line  6. 
"  The  mountain  of  the  tomb.''1 

This  appellation,  as  well  as  the  legend  that  follows,  is  de- 
rived from  Worcestre,  who  speaks  of  "  the  appearance  of  St. 
Michael  on  the  Mountain  of  the  Tomb  in  Cornwall."  f"Ap- 
paricio  Sancti  Michaelis  in  Monte  Tumba,  in  Cornubid.nJ 

Note  2,  p.  134,  line  21. 

"  Far  to  the  left,  the  Lizard's  point  extends." 
In  the  language  of  the  Cornish  Britons,  Lis-ard  signified 
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"  a  lofty  projection," — an  appellation  peculiarly  suitable  to 
the  bold  cape  to  which  it  has  so  long  been  applied.  It  is  re- 
markable that  serpentine  occurs  no  where  else  in  England 
than  in  the  neighbourhood  of  this  promontory. 

Note  3,  p.  135,  line  6. 

"  Cornwall's  wondrous  saponaceous  stone." 
The  Soapy  Rock  (  steatites}  near  the  Lizard,  the  whole  of 
which  is  rented  by  the  proprietors  of  the  porcelain  manufac- 
tory at  Worcester. 

Note  4,  p.  138,  line  15. 

"  Godolphiri's  stately,  wood-embosom 'd  hall." 
This  was  an  ancient  manor  of  the  Godolphin  family,  who 
resided  here  in  the  time  of  William  the  Conqueror.  Sir 
Francis  Godolphin,  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  was 
a  fortunate  adventurer  in  the  mining  business,  and  it  is  as- 
serted that  he  paid  above  £10,000  a  year  to  the  Queen,  for 
the  customs  arising  from  this  source  of  profit.  The  mansion 
of  Godolphin  is  now  partly  tenanted  by  farmers,  and  partly 
in  ruins. 

Note  5,  p.  139,  line  16. 

"  Buriton." 
The  ancient  name  of  Penzance. 

Note  6,  p.  140,  line  21. 
"  The  Island  Haven's  shelter' d  bay." 
Mosal,  now  ridiculously  denominated  Mousehole !     Its 
Cornish  name,  Porternis,  signified  the  Island  Haven  ;  an  ap- 
pellation derived  from  the  little  isle  of  St.   Clements,  which 
lies  before  it. 
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Note?,  p.  141.  lineS. 
"  The  huge  Bolerium." 
The  Land's  End. 

Note  8,  p.  142,  lines  11  and  12. 
*'  The  humid  vault, — the  cave's  misshapen  side,—' 
'*  The  subterranean  gall'ry." — 

Several  artificial  caves,  or  subterraneous  passages,  are  found 
in  the  Western  parishes  of  Cornwall.  At  Bodinnar,  in  San- 
creed,  is  a  long  cave  called  the  Giant's  Hole.  At  St.  Burian 
is  a  passage  36  feet  in  length  and  7  feet  high,  with  a  cave  or 
vault  at  its  side.  At  Pendeen  Vau,  in  St.  Just,  are  three  long 
and  curious  caves  or  galleries,  supposed  to  have  been  used  by 
the  ancient  Britons  as  places  of  retreat  from  their  enemies. 
Other  caves  have  been  discovered  in  the  Southern  part  of  the 
County. 

Note  9,  p.  144,  line  16. 
"  Burianu's  sainted  fane." 

St.  Burian,  or  Buriana,  was  a  holy  woman,  who  came  from 
Ireland  with  other  devout  persons,  and  received  sepulture 
here.  An  ancient  building,  on  an  estate  called  Bosliven,  the 
walls  of  which  (about  twelve  feet  high)  yet  remain,  covered 
with  ivy,  is  traditionally  reported  to  have  been  the  sanctuary 
of  the  collegiate  church  founded  by  Athelstan,  and  is  still 
held  in  much  veneration. 
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Note  10,  p.  146,  line  8. 
"  Nor  think  Enchantment's  ancient  wonders  true.''1 

The  Logan-Stone, — the  equilibrium  of  which  is  the  just 
theme  of  general  admiration, — contains  about  1200  cubic 
feet;  its  weight  is  estimated  at  90  tons:  Yet  this  immense 
rock  can  be  easily  moved  by  the  strength  of  one  man ! 
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